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Our Own Exclusive Importations from PARIS 


fas hy, 
Paris 


HAND Mabe SILK UNDERTHINGS/” 








TELISE under- 
things the Ameri- 
can woman goes 
to Paris to buy at 
prices less than 
she would pay on 
the Rue de la Paix. 
Télise following the lead of the 
Paris mode introduces the new 
lattice trimming on these im- 
ported hand-made underthings 


Telise Paris hand made underthings are the latest ex- . 
of crépe de chine. 


pression of Fashion’s new distinction of simplicity, of / , 
crepe de chine, hand hemstitched and bearing the seal / | 


of individuality in the little Chinese monogram frame, "x D—Telise Imported hand-made 


Chemiseincoralororchid 24.50 


hand embroidered in contrasting colors. ¥ \ persis sg“ ogy 
A—Telise Imported hand-made Chemise in 18.50 te : _ ; : 

coral or orchid crepe de chine. Tax 1.35 _ ee 24.50 
B—Telise Imported hand-made Pantalon to 18.50 F—Télise Importedhand-made Night- 
match. ha hoe gown in coral, orchid or tur- 35.00 
C—Telise Imported hand-made Nightgown of crepe 29.50 quoise blue silk crépedechine. Tax 3.00 
de chine in turquoise, coral, orchid or white. Tax 2.45 

€ &é Sn, 


FEMININE LINGERIE SHOP — First Floor 
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Two Christmas gifts 
for the price of one 


KIN 


Fares een \ 
SORED FekeDUST | 


- Peter B. Ky ne 








What articles say about 
“Kindred of the Dust” 


“A tale amazingly human, and rich 
in character study of the colorful 
and romantic type.”—Philadelphia 
Press. 


“If I had a million dollars I would 
spend whatever part of it as might 
be needed to make every man and 
every man’s son in America read 
‘Kindred of the Dust’ right away.” 
—jJames Howard Kehler, well- 
known Chicago business man. 


“An unusually good story of the 
Northwest, including a matrimonial 
tangle that keeps the reader on 
edge.”—Howard S. Ruddy, Roches- 
ter, N. Y., Herald. 


“I have read the book, and need no 
explanation of why it is the best 
seller."—J. W. Reardon, Boston 
Daily Advertiser. 


“When Kyne does write a novel, it 
is good. This is one of his best.”— 
The Detroit News. 








Publishers, Harper's Bazar 
119 West 40th St., New York 


Please send Harper’s Bazar to the following name and 
address for one year beginning with the current 
issue, at $4.00, (Canada $5.00) for which I enclose 
check. 


EEN ee a Ea eA eee EE Ce RR ETE ty 


SI sein adbn vo0sdu bees obey chee bebe sakeneseane es 
Send a copy of “KINDRED OF THE DUST” to 


me without charge. My name and address: 
DD cuthtshenedtsdceteeecehesnescnbasaeavonbasns 





ee D us a year’s subscription to Harper’s 
Bazar (not your own) and we will be glad 
to send you for your trouble Peter B. Kyne’s 
great novel—“Kindred of the Dust.” 


You'll enjoy this book yourself or, if you have 
already read it, send it as a Christmas gift to 
a friend. 


In this way, you secure two Christmas gifts 
for the price of one. Send us $4.00 for a year’s 
subscription to Harper’s Bazar and you can 
have the Bazar sent to a friend for an entire 
year and in addition secure a copy of Peter 
B. Kyne’s exciting novel. 


Here, then, is a solution of at least two of your 
Christmas gift problems. 


And Peter B. Kyne’s “Kindred 
of the Dust” is a great novel 


A novel of the sort of people who grow only in the 
great Northwest is this soul-searching story of Nan 
of the Sawdust pile and Donald McKaye, the young 
laird of Tyee who is torn between his love for Nan 
and the love he bears his proud old father who would 
rather see him dead than married to Nan. 


Here is a novel that more than 100,000 people have 
bought within the year—a best seller in every sense 
of the word—a story of people you will love and who 
will live in your memory. 


Unfortunately, we cannot offer you this book on 
your own subscription, as the publishers of Harper’s 
Bazar do not permit us to give premiums. 


But every year at this time so many women do give 
a subscription to Harper’s Bazar as a Christmas pres- 
ent that we know you'll be interested in this offer: 


A subscription to Harper’s Bazar as a Christmas 
present for one friend; 


“Kindred of the Dust” as a present for another friend 
—or, perhaps, as a Christmas present to yourself— 


The coupon is attached for your convenience—and, 
as we only have a limited number of copies of “Kin- 
dred of the Dust” may we suggest that you use the 
coupon now? The book will be sent to you immedi- 
ately; a personal note from our editor will be sent 
to your friend just before Christmas saying that at 
your request, and as a Christmas present, Harper’s 
Bazar will be sent her for a full year. 
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Illustrated below is the ‘“Triomi™ model 
ivory finish—a pattern of graceful and 
delicate character. It is hand engraved 
and enameled, a combination of real gold and 
either black, French rose, or French blue. Ten 
piece set consists of mirror, brush, comb, 
buffer, shoe hook, cuticle knife, file, clothes 
brush, powder box, and hair receiver. Specially 
priced for the holiday season. $29.75 











MATE 
The 
Cerfect Gersonal Gift 


Ivory, Amber and Vortoise -Shell 
yroxylin 


These pieces merely suggest the exceeding beauty of 
our Pyroxylin collection. Every article is of a char- 
acter distinctive and unique. Rich gold inlay, fine 
hand carving and exquisite grace of form make 
Pyroxylin a gift which pays the tribute of a high regard. 
The pieces at the left were decorated in our Studios. 
the designs original with us. . You may choose them 
plain or decorated. Other pieces to match are priced 
proportionately to those listed. 

Mirror—top, left--combination of tortoise shell over 
amber, $10.89. 


Mirror—top, right—amber, demi-amber, ivory 9 or 


tortoise shell finish. Hand decorated with inlay of 


22 kt. gold, dragon design, $19.74 

Mirror with orange blossom design. A combination of 
ivory over amber, hand carved, $28.75. 

Mirror with scroll design. 22 kt. gold, inlaid by hand on 
amber, demi-amber, tortoise shell or ivory finish, $22.24. 


Brush—left—amber, demi-amber, tortoise shell or ivory 
finish; festoon design, decorated by hand with inlay 
of 22 kt. gold, $9.64. 


Brush—right—combination of tortoise shell over ivory 
finish; hand carved orange blossom design, $75.89. 
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HERALD SQUARE Yne. NEW YORKo 
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Fishin’: 
Too often, the education of our chil- 
dren is like the fishin’ of our own 
childhood. Just as we used to throw 
the line into the water not knowing 
just what the hook might bring up, 
so we are apt to select a school for 
our boy or girl haphazard not knowing 
just what sort of an education he or 
she may receive. 


It is in the elimination of this hap- 
hazard element and in the selection of 
exactly the right school to fit the 
child’s individuality that Harper's 
Bazar School Bureau has found its 
greatest field of usefulness. 


—from an intimate knowledge of 
all the best schools of the country 


From actual visits to all these 
best schools, from illuminating 
conversations with their prin- 
cipals and masters, a fund of 
exact knowledge of all these 
schools has been gathered by 
either myself, as Director of 
Harper’s Bazar School Bureau, 
or by my assistants. 


And, always, behind this gath- 
ering of exact knowledge has 
been a sincere purpose to be of 
service both to parents, in fitting 
their children to the schools, 
and to schools, in sending them 
pupils adapted to their require- 
ments. 


To give you an idea of the 
scope of this service: Last year, 
more than a thousand parents 
wrote in to Harper’s Bazar 
School Bureau asking for in- 


formation about schools and to 
nearly all, if not all, of these 
parents we were able to give 
just that information which 
they required. 


It is hardly necessary to tell 
you that the years your boy or 
girl will spend in school are the 
most important years in form- 
ing his or her character, in 
shaping his or her success in 
life—and we use “success” in 
the best sense of the word. And 
of course the selection of the 
right school is the first step in 
making these important years 
count for the most. 


If you have this problem facing 
you—the selection of a school 
for your boy or girl—may I 
not be of service to you? Ad- 
dress your letter personally to— 


Kenneth N.Chambers, Director~ 


arpers Bagar School Bureau 
M9 West 40 th Street, New York~ 
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Let ‘Paris 
the Paris office 








of Harper’s Bazar 


If you are going to visit Paris 
this Winter or Spring, be sure 
to make use of the service the 
Paris office of Harper’s Bazar 
wants to render you. 

“A stranger in a strange land” 
no longer applies to the visitor 
to Paris after she has called 
upon Mrs. van Campen Stewart 
or her assistants at the Bazar’s 
Paris office, 

They will give you a most 
cordial welcome and they can 
be of assistance to you in so 
many ways. 

They will help to swing wide 
tor you the doors of the City of 
Enchantment. 

* * * * * 

Shopping, for instance! What 
a pleasure to be able to go to 
one of the world’s famous es- 
tablishments with a letter from 
some one whom they know and 
respect. Mrs. Stewart will be 
glad to give you such a letter. 
And the letter will mean that 
you will be shown what is really 
new and desirable. It will mean 
that the treasures of the estab- 
lishment will be brought out for 
your inspection. 
It will mean, too, that you will 
be able to get just that frock or 
evening gown or wrap which is 
to be the piece de resistance of 
your wardrobe on your return 
to America. 


The number is 2 Rue de la Paix— 
The welcome will be most cordial— 
The information will be valuable 


open its doors to you through 





Or, perhaps, you will wish to go 
on a voyage of discovery to those 
quaint little shops in by-streets 
where the unusual things may 
be found. Often at a ridicu- 
lously low price. 

Bits of odd jewelry, objets 
d'art, minor articles of dress that 
whisper in their every stitch of 
Paris—at the Paris office of 
Harper’s Bazar you will be told 
exactly where these little shops 
are to be found. 


And amusement! Where you 
should go—possibly where you 
should not go—while in Paris; 
this, too, you may learn. 

Or if your quest is a more 
serious one and you wish to 
know where your studies may be 
pursued, where you may get 
certain information—in all this 
the Paris office will be of in- 
estimable service to you. 


As if you had an intimate friend 
in Paris, as if this friend oc- 
cupied luxurious and very com- 
fortable quarters in the heart of 
the smart shopping district, that 


is the way to regard the Paris The lounging room of 


the Basar’s Paris of- 


office of Harper’s Bazar. fice—the window s, 
) ° which unfortunately 
Please regard it that way. do not show, overlook 


the Rue de la Paix and 
from them you can 
see all Paris parade by. 


Please use it that way. 
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Plume Underwear 


AINTY Plume underthings either in Cotton, 
Silk, Philippine or Flannel make ideal Christ- 


mas gifts. Nothing could be more attractive and 











acceptable, more surely express the good taste of the 






giver, or show more thoughtfulness in selection. 


M. MARTIN & CO. 
THE MARTIN BUILDING | PLUME UNDERWEAR 


102 Madison Ave., New York J 
Send us the name of your dealer and we will gladly mail you without : Wain! 
cost our Style Booklet “‘Milady’s Underthings.’’ — a 


Martin made since 1878 


~ J ae 
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perfumes 








EYEBROW AND EYELASH PERFECTOR. 
$1.20 per box. Single application lasts 2 to 4 weeks, 
giving beautiful shape and tint. Treatment 50c, 
at Spiro's, 26 W. 38th St., New York. 


VESTOFF-SEROVA SCHOOL, 47 W. 72nd St., 
N. Y. Nature Dancing, Russian, Ballet, Interpret- 
ive, ete. Illustrated text books on Nature or Rus- 
sian Dancing. $5 per volume. Catalog N on request. 


NESTLE PERMANENT HAIR WAVING 
The best equipped and largest 
establishment in the world 

C. Nestle Co., 12 and 14 East 49th St., New York. 


PERFUMES, powders, eums, essence, soap, 
shampoo made from the wonderful flowers of the 
Italian Riviera, in the laboratories of V!T ALE, 
Genoa. Also his ACQUA ANTIQUA—our spe 





MME. MAYS 
Face Specialist 
50 West 49th Street 
Bryant 9426. New York City. 


New be HELENE L. SWENEY Boston 
epere instruction, specializing in 
all fodern Dances, with special at- 
tention to correction of faults. 


CROWN OF GOLD SHAMPOO AND TONIC 
Prevents darkening; accentuates the red and gold- 
en tints. $1.00 each a bottle. Nota dye or bleach. 
Original Toilet Prep. Co., 222-H Mad. 5q.Sta., N.Y 


cialty—as essence or toilet water, the old alluring 
fragrance, favorite of the Italian Noblesse of an- 
tique times. Catalog, samples. Sole agent, D. 
Gambinossi, 605 Madison Ave., Y. . 





MME. MAYS, Face Specialist. Est. 30 years. Per- 
manentiy removes wrinkies, freckles, scars, etc. 
Muscles tightened; endorsed by known physicians. 
One address: 50 W. 49th St., N. Y. Bryant 9426. 


Private and class lessons; day or 
evening. Normal course for teachers. 
Certificates and Diplomas awarded. 
9 E. 59th St., Y. Telephone Plaza 8612 


MANUEL MODERN TRANSFORMATIONS 
Have a sight-proof parting not obtainable else- 
where. Parisian Booklet on request. Manuel, Wig 
and Transformation Specialist, 29 E. 48th St. N.Y. 


For $1.00 Sent toJ. N. Debans 500-5th Ave.N.Y. 
You will receive 5 of the newest perfumes by 
Giraud of Paris: Odorantis, Dans les Nues, Myste- 
riose — Veraflor — Jasmin 





MME. JULIAN’S SPECIFIC has stood the test 
for fifty years. Information offered free to all 

aving undesirable hair growths. 

Mme "Sultan, 14 West 47th St.. New York City. 


ALVIENE UNIVERSITY OF DANCE ARTS, 
43 W. 72 St., New York. Founded 1894. 12 Master 
tutors—Students Dance Theatre. Theatre and 
Social Dances. For Catalogue write Irvine Sec’y. 


caaE. Yim hf 11 E. 41 St. (at 5th Ave.), N.¥.C. 
The F. Method of Permanent Waving 
“ireatment of Prematurely Gray 


~ 
Ha Consultation and booklet free. 





repairing 





Vv. DARS Y—Salon de Jeunesse. Face and neck 
treatments of the great French specialist, Dr. Dys, 

with his preparations. Endorsed by royalty. send 
for book and questionnaire. 630 Sth Ave., Nn” 


G. HEPBURN WILSON 
Modern Dance Studio 
44 West 57th St. (Formerly Thorley Bldg.) 
For rates and appointment ‘phone Circle 4138. 


CARL 
Specialist in Permanent Hair Waving. 
Formerly Ling iW eet hate Hotel. 
5 Columbus Circle, N. olumbus 2410. 


ALICE C. DUFFEY—1 West 34th St., N.Y. 
Formerly with Tiffany & Co. Tel. Greeley 3735, 
Jewelry and Bead Bag Repairing. 

Pearl Stringing by Appointment. 








SUPERFLUOUS FLESH reduced by ers 
scientific electrical method. No dieting or exercising 
required. Dr. R Newman, lic. phys., 286 Sth Ave. 
(ar. 30th St.), N.Y.C. Phone 4989 Longacre. 


LOUISE MORGAN = 
241 West 72nd St. Phone 4569 Columbus 
Modern Dances 
Children’s Classes. Subscription Evening Dances. 


RICHARD" = HATE aio P 
Specialist in Permanent Hair Waving 
Seientific Scalp Treatment. Henna Coloring. 
665 Fifth Ave. (at 53rd St.), N.Y.C. Tel. Plaza 8799 





sachets & gifts 





BLANCHE ARRAL, famous Grand Opera star, 
tells how she reduced her flesh without drugs, diet- 
ing or strenuous exercise. Write for infor'n. agre® 
Tika Tea Co., Dept. 18, 500 Sth Ave., N 





THEODORA URSULA IRVINE. Dramatic Art 
Diction. Endorsed by ay on Wynne Matthison. 
General Training for the Stage. Teacher of Alice 
Brady. Studio, 810 Carnegie Hall, N. Y. 


ANN J. MACHALE'S Hair Restorer. Produces 
all the shades of brown. Restores gray hair to its 
natural color. Harmless. No unsightly colors if dis- 
continued. $1.15 by mail. 665 a Ave., N.Y.C. 


IMPORTED NOVELTIES—Sachets for T 
seau and Boudoir, to use after the bath. 
handkerchief. Vanity puffs, boxed, o a. 
for bkit. Jaquet, 130 W. 42nd St., N. Y. 





LAIRD'S NUTRIENT SKIN CREAM builds up 
Hollow Cheeks, Bag ing Muscles and eradicates 
wrinkles. Pr. $1.15 3.50 jar p. Pp; Write for bkit on 
care of skin. Rose I Sura: 3 Salon, 17 E. 48th St.,.N.Y. 





dressmaker 


ANTON KUHN & S 
ees in permanent Rey 
ndividual attention given. 


38 West goth St., New York City. Fitzroy 2732 





GRAHAM BEAUTY SECRET. The new astring- 
ent skin treatment for wrinkles, blackheads, coarse 

res, and olly skin. Price $3. Mail orders filled. 
jraham Beauty Shop, 25 W. Illinois St., Chicago 


MADAME EUGENIE 
Soaieey’ = Most Exclusive ~~ 


634 5th P-- Op. Cathedral), N. Y. Tel ¢ Circle 127 


PERM os WAVE 
Large Wi Wave a Specialty. Personal Attention 
Halloh, 36 East asth Street, N. Y. C. 
Formerly with Colony Club for eleven years. 


FLORENTINE LEATHER—Hand-tooled in gold. 
Frames, desk sets, boxes, guest books, albums, ete 
Special orders filled in’ New York or Florence 
Gambinossi & Cecchi, 605 Madison Ave., N. Y¥ 
POSTAGE STAMP GIFT SHOP 
Hand made Novelties, Gifts and Prizes 
Send a Postage Stamp for Illustrated Booklet. 
Indianapolis, Ind 








CHRISTMAS GIFT—Attractive box containing 
a Day and an Evening shade of Lucille Savoy Fa- 
mous Imported French Face Poudre. Comp. $1.00. 
Used by Marjorie Rambeau. AstorThea. Bidg., N.Y. 





employment agency 
& business opportunities 


MISS ANNA 2172 BROADWAY, N. Y. C. 
Specializes in Permanent 
Waving and Hair Coloring 
Schuyler 7513 





shoes 





JOHN POST'S BLACKHEAD LOTION eradi- 
cates blackheads by absorbing secretion in the 
res; contracts large pores; clarifies skin. $1.25 
ested for 20 yrs. 500 Sth Ave., cor. 42nd St., N.Y. 
SUPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, WARTS per- 
manently destroyed. Satisfaction insured. Electro- 
lysis, no pain. Physicians’ reterences. Tel. Van’ wi 
2340. Florence Woodley, 507-S5th Ave., N. Y 


SUPERFLUOUS HAIR Permanently iseatroved 
with roots. Painless and harmiess; Guaranteed. No 
electricity nor chemicals. Postpaid $1 a package 
Nu-Art Laboratories, Dept. H, South Orange, N 








MISS BRINKLEY, 507 Fifth Ave., New York 
We open houses, clean and put in order 
for occupancy. 
The office supplies competent household servants. 





hotels 


SHOECRAFT SHOP—27 West 38th St., 
Women's and Children's fine footwear. 
feet a specialty. Women's sizes 1 to 10, widths 
AAAA toE. Send for Catalog HS. Fit guaranteed. 


N. Y. 
Narrow 





YOUNG WOMAN OF REFINEMENT 
to wear clothes in our ateliers. 
Stein & Blaine 


13 and 15 West 57th Street New York 


HOTEL HARGRAVE, West ay St., bet. Broad- 
way and Columbus Ave., N.Y. 1 bl ock to Central 
Park. Comfort, refinement & luxury combined with 
mod. rates. Send for bklt. Eugene Cable, Mer. 


E. HAYES, Inc., 582 Fifth Ave., New York 
Individual style in ladies’ shoes to order in 
materials and color of costumes. Write for 
booklet and directions in seif-measurement 








entertainment 


HOTEL ST. JAMES, Times Sq., off Broadway. 
109 W. 45th St., 4 min. walk to 40 theatres and all 
principal shops. aeuee favored by women traveling 
without escort. Johnson Quinn, Pres. 


THE PEDIFORME SHOE. Individuality pre- 
dominates in the pose, grace and appearance. The 
high arch, narrow heel fitting and straight toe line 
assure you of supreme comfort. 





MME. STEVENS HENDERSON. Delightful, 
French Facial Tonic. Removes sunburn, blemishes, 
enlarged pores, blac needs. Pp. $1.50. Spec —_ to 
Miss Alice Brady. 58 W. 724 Bet, N.Y. Col. 4576 


LINES PERMANENTLY REMOVED 
REGINA D. PARADIS 
European Graduate 
120th St Tel Morningside 1367 





201 W 


PUNCH & JUDY SHOW, for Children’s parties, 
including sleight of hand and magic tricks and 
ventriloquism. Ambrose Jeffries, 44 Eldert St., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. Telephone, 1479 Bushwick. 





interiors 


PEDIFORME SHOES are approved by the world’s 
greatest authorities. By the National Board 
of Y. W. C. A., Government Oversea Workers 
as being the only ‘Perfect’’ Shoe 








fancy dress & costumes 


Expert will help you select correct upholstery 
fabrics, furniture, etc., in order that the interior 
of your House or Apartment will express dignity 
and charm. Miss Daer, 745 E. 14th St., Brooklyn. 


PROOF: Prociaimed by a milliou benefited wear- 
ers as America’s Most = gg phee 

36 West 36th St., fd Livingston St., 

New York, N.Y. ‘Toe N.Y 








blouses, gowns & waists 





UNUSUAL, BUT NOT EXTREME, our frocks, 
gowns and suits combine style and workmanship. 
Artistic remodeling makes old gowns Lew 

Von Kull Co., 11 West 35th Street, N. Y. C 

THE MEZZANINE SHOP 

Blouses, Dress Accessories, Imported Novelties in 
Sweaters. Circular on request. Miss Williams, 
Hotei Commodore, N. C. Vanderbilt 7757. 





seemed SRE ATRICAL —— co, 
riginal ideas in Bal N 
c cotumes to o—_ * or rent 
Phone Bryant 3440 . 48th St. N. ¥.C. 





jewelry bought 


SHORT VAMP SHOES. French and American 
models. Round or Pointed Toes, in all leathers. 
Best for high insteps. Send for Catalogue ‘H.” 
J. Glassberg, 225 West 42nd Street, New York City. 





West 48th St., one 
Creators of Original and distinctive 
masquerade costumes. 


BEHRENS - LIPSHUTZ Ce = ters Coa- 
y i) hi 


SEND TO A. S. BORG by mail or express any 
diamonds, old gold, silver, —-, antiques, 
pawn tickets, artificial teeth. Cash at once. 

146 West 23rd Street. New Yor 








fashion sketches 





CASH FOR JEWELRY, Diamonds, Gems, Gold, 
as new or broken. Prices now exceptionally 

high. Est. ae years. Mme. Naftal, 69 West 45th 
Street, N. Y.C. Tel. Bryant 670. 





THE ART OF AL’ TERATION. Original charm 
and smartness thru slightest alteration. We spe- 
cialize in remodeling. Visit us or let us call. 

Jeannetton, Inc., 122 E. N. Y. Plaza 4244. 


SKETCH SERVICE for DRESSMAKERS. Keeps 
you in touch with newest Parisiancreationsand N.Y. 
models. Sketches hand colored and inexpensive. 
Write for sples. Chie Fashions, 20 E. 46th St., N.Y. 


HIGHEST PRICES PAID for old jewelry, dia- 
monds, platinum, gold, silver, false teet Goods 


returned in 10 days if you're not s satisfied. Ohio- 


Smelting & Ref. Co., 239 Lennox Bldg., Cleveiand, O. 





57th St., } 
MME. CLAIRE, vormerty with Paquin, — 
and Lucille, N. Y. 0 or- 


OWNS and WAISTS t 
der at moderate m4 Phone mo 291. 


Address 162 East 82nd St., 





for the children 


ESTATES AND RESPONSIBLE PERSONS 
wishing to dispose of Jewels o do = 
privately and to the best advantage 
542 Fifth Ave., Rooms 50-51, Bechet & bareiay. 








books for children 


TOTS TOGGERIE, 55 W. 45th St. Tel. Bryant 
2867. Outfitters to Children of all ages. No cata- 


lo 
( ‘harming Styles and Superior Work 





ladies’ tailors 





specialty shops 


WILKINSON HAND-MADE ART QUILTS. 
Beautiful, practical gift for every occasion. Made 
only to order. Illus. catalog H in colots sent on 
request. Wilkinson Quilt Co., Ligonier, Ind. 
ITALIAN ANGORA. Beautiful scarfs, pure wool 
of the real sone haired Angora. 18 x 8U, $25.00. 
Money refun .. Agents wanted. Sole Agent, D 
Gambinossi, 605 Madison Ave., New York 














shopping commissions 





S. C. B. WILLIAMS, New York Shopping. 
Will shop with you or send anything on ap- 
ore. Services free. Send tor Bulletin. 

66 Fifth Avenue, New York City 








BETH BUTTERCUP. New book by Carro 
Frances Warren, author of nature's fairy land aposion, 
“Betty Marigold,” “Polly Primrose Peter 
Pansy,” etc. 75 cts. Little Chic x re hicakdee, 


KIDDIE KOOKIES: Made by “Aunt Ellen”’ in her 
own kitchen. For kiddies who love gran’ma's cook- 
ing. Cuddled in adorable hand-painted metal 
“‘nests."" Auntie says: “‘Just the thing for Bobby and 


D. VELTRY, MILADY’S TAILOR. 25% re- 
duction until Sept. 25th. Fall models now ready on 
Suits, Coats and Dresses. Furs new and remodeled. 
Mail orders invited 425 Fifth Ave., New York. 





“LITTLE ROB ROBIN," $1. For sale at all book- 
sellers or direct postpaid. Send for children's free 

klet in colors. Warren Books, 347 Cutler 
Building, Rochester, N. Y. 


Betty."" And Mother echoes *‘ Yes, no tummy-aches 
with good, old-fashioned ginger cookies. " For $1.50 
you may peepinto Aunt Ellen’ epeuery and choose— 
a brown Noah's Ark box with 12 animals or—a blue 





literary service 








book labels 


fish box with 12 fish or—a yellow dog and balloon 
box with one puppy = and 14 balloons. Uncle 
Sam freely does the r 

Hucot, 37 Washington” Park, Newtonville, Mass. 


AUTHOR of wide experience offers his assistance in 
strictest confidence: research, revision, —— 
criticism, instruction, commissions. Corres. invit 

H.B., Box 186, Madison Square Station, N. Y. Cc. 


MRS. MARION P. WEIGLE, Smart Shopper 
Shops for you or with you free of charge. Any- 
thing mas on approval. Chaperoning. References 
306 W. 99th St., N. Y. C. Riverside 9132 
THE CHICAGO SHOPPER —vwill do your shop- 
ping for you, Christmas Gifts a Specialty. Send 
14c. for booklet, ‘Where to Dine, Dance and Shop.” 
Mary ae 39 E. Oak St., Chicago, Il. 
MISS K. ATKINSON VISITOR’S FRIEND 
12 Cambridge Mansions, Battersea Park 
ondon, 8S. W. 11 
Chaperoning. 








Shopping. 








BOOK LABELS 
from engraved plates—original design. 
Sketches and samples submitted 
Dreka, 1121 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 





for the home 


linens 








christmas cards 


Upholstered Sofas & Chairs & Windsor Chairs. 
Direct from factory at distinct savings. Chairs, $19 
to $155. Sofas $119 to $290. Crated & irgt. xs 
Photos sent. Ruder Bros., 21 E. 48th St., N. Y. 


ITALIAN TOWELS, hand-woven, pure linen. 
Plain, fringed or embroidered. 
From $1.00 up. Catalogue 

Sole Agent, D.Gambinossi, 605 Madison Ave., N.Y. 





ao AL CHRISTMAS CARDS. - 
ew Designs for 1921 are ~ ready. 
Orders should be placed ea: 

Dreka 1121 Chestnut St. Philadelphia, Penna. 


CAPE COD FIRE LIGHTER. No ining 7 

necessary to a alog fire. Artistic designs in 

Brass, Iron and Copper. Write for Circular A. 
Cape Cod Shop. 320 Fifth Ave., New York. 





maids’ uniforms 





PERSONAL ENGRAVED XMAS CARDS, ex- 
clusive designs, magnificent assortment delivered 
anywhere. Everett-Waddey Co., 7 South 1ith St., 
Richmond, Va. Send for samples at once. 





furriers 


TRIM, SMART UNIFORMS (Maids, Nurses, 
etc.) of strong materials that hold their graceful 
lines. Accessories of dainty simplicity. 

Nurses’ Outfitting Ass'n, 425 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 





15 ASSORTED, STEEL-ENGRAVED Christ- 

mas Cards, $1.00. You pay 15 cents each elsewhere 

for same cards. Cash with order Dept. H. 
Virginia Stationery Co., Richmond, Va 


OUR “AD” IS SMALL—OUR DISCOUNT IS 
BIG. We buy from trappers; manufacture and sell 
direct to you. Write for catalog. 

Herman Reel Co., 602 So. Michigan Ave., Chicago. 


DRESSES, CAPS and Bonnets, Coats, Sara 
Collars & Cuffs, Bibs, Ready-made and to order. 
NURSES’ OUTFITTING ASS'N, 

425 5th Ave., New York. 








cleaning & dyeing 


HUDSON BAY SEAL COATS, $90 to $175. Ex- 
clusive 5th Ave. models. Finest selected skins, best 
grade silk lining. Expert workmanship and fit guar- 
anteed. Bkit. L. Furman, Furrier,778-6th Ave., N.Y 





millinery & feathers 








ARTHUR CHEGNAY 
Expert French Cleaner and Dyer. Gowns, suits, 
blouses, laces, trimmings, eo. Quick Service. Out of 
town orders solicited. 121 E. 57th St. Plaza 7198. 





gowns bought 


PARADISE, GOURA and OSTRICH Feathers 
reconstructed. Newest dress trimmings and fancies 
from your old feathers. Prompt mail service. 
K. Methot, 38 West 34th Street, New York City 








corsets 


NAFTAL 

pays highest cash value for fine 
misfit or slightly used evening, 
street and dinner costumes; 


MME. 





patterns & dress forms 


stationers 


Marriage Invitations and Announcements 
of distinctive individuality. Gained by an ex- 
perience of over sixty years of fine engraving. 

The Dreka Company, 1121 Chestnut St., Phila 

STATIONERY OF CHARACTER, plain, printed, 

embossed; distinctive sizes and colors; prices un- 

equaled; absolutely guaranteed. Write for samples. 

Paramount Paper Co., Dept. 2V, Kalamazoo, Mich. 














wedding stationery 


EVERETT WADDEY CO., for a generation has 
insured highest quality engraved Ww cone Invita- 
tions at reasonable _ brices. Book of Wedding 
Etiquette tree. 7 S. llth St., Richmond, Va 
100 WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENTS $13.50 oF 
invitations. hand-engraved, 2 sets of envelopes, 
100 Calling Cards, $2.75. Write for samples. 

B. Ott Engraving Co., 1021 Chestnut St., Phila. 











UPERIOR ENGRAVING CO 
Wedding invitations & announcements. ‘Wholesale 
prices. Guaranteed hand engraved. Highest qual- 
ity. Write for smpls: 610 E. Main St.,Richmond, Va. 








yarns, plaiting & buttons 





GOSSARD FRONT LACE oh —e by 
experienced corsetieres; $3.25 ail 
only. Brassieres fitted, corsets to aoe 

Olmstead cone Co., 179 Madison Ave., at 34th St. 


Also for furs, diamonds, jewelry, 
silverware, furniture and rugs. 
Promptness and liberal payment our motto. 
69 West 45th Street. Tel. 670 Bryant. 


PATTERNS CUT TO MEASURE for Ladies’ and 


Children’s Garments; picture or description; rea- 
— Lo perfect fit. Mail orders a = 
. Weisz, 111 Lexington Ave., N. Y. 


ORIGINAL CREATIONS in Hand Knitted 
garments. A complete stock of yarns. a, *o1 ps 
of instructors. Elsa Cg 400 Fifth Ave. 
New York, opposite T ny. 





ME. S. SCHWAR 
Custom- made. corsets for the women of fashion. 
1 E. 47th St., New York City. 
FH 1552 Murray Hill 


TEL. BRYANT 1376. WE PAY CASH AT ONCE 
for Used Gowns, Suits, Wraps, Furs, Diamonds, Jew- 
elry, Silverware. Highest prices guaranteed. Write, 
phone, send. Mme. Furman, 101 W. 47th St., N.Y. 





SREUFORN— The Pasamanis Sree Ferm Gown 

fitted without personal try-on. Inflated in ‘Atted 
lining, gives exact figure. Fitted Linings. Pneu 
Form. 16 West 46th St.. N. Y Bryant 5338. 


PARAKEET SILKS for Raicting & Crocheting. 
Directions. Accessories. If not carried by your 

dealer, write directly to Margaret Mitts, 1243 
South Jefferson Avenue, Saginaw, Michigan. 





NOT ONLY 

New York, but many other cities are represented 
save, with the names and addresses of their leading 
shops. 





SELL TO MME. NAFTAL, 69 West 45th St., 
New York. Tel. Bryant 670. I will pay good value 
for your fine used evening, street ont dinner frocks; 


also diamonds, jewelry and silver 





THE LONG FELT WANT 

May be filled, perhaps, by consulting this page. If 
the thing you require is not mentioned here, write 
the Bazar. 





HEMSTITCHING—Accordion and Knife Pleat 
ing. Pinking, buttons covered and buttonholes. 
Dressmakers and Tailor Supplies. Send for 

list. B. Goldsmith & Co., 628 6th Ave., N. ¥. G 
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Foreign Schools 








LAUSANNE, SWITZERLAND 
Mont Choisi. 


‘L’ Arcadia,” 


First rate finishing school. 
Mmes. Petter & Inman receive a few Ameri- 
can girls. Home life. High references. 
Write for prospectus. 


ws 





New York Schools 








@Maksmere 
MRS. MERRILL’S : 
SCHOOL for GIRLS 
; 16th Year 
- Oaksmere Abroad — 


Paris Branch at 
Avenue Montaigne, 25 





For Catalogs, address The Secretary 


MRS. MERRILL’S SCHOOL for GIRLS : 
= Orienta Point, Box B, Mamaroneck, N. Y. 











B RIARCLIF F 


Mrs. EDITH COOPER HARTMAN, B. S.-Principat 
BRIARCLIFF MANOR - NEW YORK 


HEWLETT SCHOOL 


Hewlett Long Island 
Primary through Preparatory. All 
door sports. 





College 


out- | 





“Dangerous Ages”? 


ing and instructive.” 


all its branches, 


addressing 


119 West 40th Street 





“DANGEROUS AGES” 


RE you, like the characters in Rose Macaulay’s 
most recent novel, thoughtlessly approaching the 


Fortify yourself against that time when “you must 
have your job, you must be independent of other peo- 
ple’s jobs, of human and social contact, however amus- 


Employ some of your leisure to good advantage. 
Enroll in one of these schools for a course in one 
of the arts—secretarial, costume designing, music in 
commercial 
decoration and domestic science. 

Remember that you can secure prompt and reliable 
information about any school anywhere by simply 


KENNETH N. CHAMBERS, Director 
HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU 


illustration, interior 


New York City 














New York Schools 











345 West End Avenue, New York 


Thorough preparation for entrance to all 
Special Courses. Oral French in every 
supervision of the work by the 
administration. 


Hiss Mary Schoonmaker’s 
DAY SCHOOL for 
( New York Collegiate Institute) 


grade 
Principal constitute important features in the 


Membership in the University of the State of New York 


GIRLS 


Bet. 76th and 77th Sts. 
colleges. Also Elementary, Academic and 
Individual instruction and thorough 
school 














SCHOOL FOR 
LITTLE GIRLS 
Malvern, L.1., N. Y. 
5 to 14 years of age 


Beechmere 


A school for little girls from 
General grammar school courses, 
ment, healthy surroundings aud happy home-life. 
For further information address Miss Anita Alison, 


New York, Long Island, Garden City. 
Cathedral School of Saint Mary 


A ScHoot For Girts, 19 miles from New York. 
College preparatory and genera] courses. Music, 
Art and Domestic Science. Catalogue on request. 
Box B Miss Miriam A. ByYTEL, Principal 


URSULINE ACADEMY 
Middletown, New York 
Elementary, Intermediate, College Preparatory. 
Music, Modern Languages, Secretaryship. Winter 
Sports. Terms $650, inclusive of extras $1,000. 
Vrospectus on request. 








WALLCOUR T 
Miss Goldsmith’s School for Girls. 18 acres, in 
heart of Finger Lake Region. College Preparatory, 
General and Special Courses including secretarial 
work, Dramatics. Music. lg athletics. 
Boathouse. For catalogue addres: 


Principal Wallcourt Schoel, Ausora-on-Cayue, N.Y. 


OSSINING SCHOOL 


For Girls. 53rd year. Academic and economic 
courses. Separate school for very young girls. F 
catalog address Clara Fuller, Prin., New York, 











Ossining-on- Hudson, Bex 12-B 
Highland Manor, ‘Tarvytown-on-Wedeen, a 
Non-sectarian boarding school for girls on a 


beautiful estate. Liberal Arts, College Prepara- 

tory, Post Graduate, Secretarial, Homemaking. 

Primary, Intermediate. Outdoor life. 

Eugene H. Lehman, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
Tel. cenyown 1505. 


THE HEBBARD SCHOOL 


Formerly The Children’s House 
An all-the-year graded school for boys 


8 to 14. Modern buildings, country estate. Horse- 
back riding and all outdoor ee Send for 
Principal, 


catalogue. Mrs. J. C. B. Hebbard, 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, Y. 











Miss Mason’s School for Girls 


On the Hudson, 4 minutes. from ghia 
York. Graduate, preparatory, 
cational departments. Sepaiate school or 
little girle. Sur-mer School emphasizes vo- 
cational training. For either catalog addrese 
Cc. E. MASON, M. 
ee 


Box 942 arrytown-on- 





cultured environ. | 


and girls | 


THE DEVERELL SCHOOL 


A French Boarding and Day School 
57 East 74th St., New York City 
The Paris Branch closed during 


the war reopened October Ist. 
Next to the American Embassy. 








MRS. LAPHAM’S SCHOOL 


Formerly 
The Mothers’ Helper and Elementary School 
879 Riverside Drive (160th at New York 
Tel. Audubon 043 
An all day school, 6 days Berit with lunch- 
eons and carriage service. Boys and girls 3 to 
1 


4 yrs. Music; dancing; arts and crafts. After- 
noon recreation groups. Resident pupils. 
Write for Booklet 
Mrs. Grace T. LapuaM, Director. 





Se 


A thorough 
Fireproof building. 
cretarial and 
Swimming, Tennis. 





THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


11 East 5lst Street. New York, N. Y. 
school with delightful home life. 
i College preparatory, academic, 
elective courses. Music, Riding, 
65th year. 


Miss Eltinge & Miss Masland, Principals 








(1) Preparatory and General. 
(3) Secretarial. 
Service. 


The Scudder School pi, ind ‘inoarding 


buildings ; 200 students. Unusual practical courses, 
(2) Domestic Science. 
(4) Social Welfare and Community 
Gymnasium, swimming, etc. Address ag 


Scudder, New York City, 244 W. 72d St., 


H. 
Riverside Drive. 








OMSTOCK SCHOOL 


Miss Foster’s School for Girls. 

Advanced Elective. College Preparatory. 

Special Native French Teachers. 
52 East 72nd St., New York, N. Y. 


SOCIAL MOTIVE SCHOOL 


Prepares girls for Barnard and 
Teachers’ College. 6-yr. Elemet- 
tary for boys and girls. Junior and 
Senior High-School for cet only. 
MISS BENTLEY, Prin. 
526 West 114th St., N. Y. City 











A 


Central Park. 


ome Art. 


241 Central Park West, 


THE SEMPLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
City School with Country Advantages. Opposite 
Boarding and Day Pupils. Special 
id Finishing courses. Languages, Art, Music and 
Social life. Outdoor recreation. 
T. Darrington Semple, Principal 
Box B, New York City 





| Sil 








TOVLNVOUYOOU0VAUEEAEUONATONUOOGESAAOE UOTE 


The SCOVILLE 
SCHOOL 


2042 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK CITY 


Boarding and Day School 
for Girls 


Full preparatory 
studies. College preparation. Art, 
rong Interior Decoration, Dramatic 
Art, Languages and Practical courses. 
Individual care and supervision. For 
catalogue address 


Miss Rosa B. CHISMAN, 


and advanced 


Principal. 


THQUUVUDUVAUUUOUQU000CUUUUGAUAUAAUU UAL UAL 











The Junior School 


For boys and girls between ages of 6 and 
12. Individual beds, complete school 








Chaperonage Homes 








SOUTHERN LODGE 
Harrison & Rye, N.Y. 


45 Minutes out 
Delightful home for youngg women Music, 
dancing with special stu Tennis, golf 
horseback riding. Entrée to exclusive social 
clubs “Our chaperones are real pals. 
Booklet and particulars address 
| MRS. HUNTER WILSON 
| | 270 Madison Ave. N. ¥. C. 








FRENCH HOME SCHOOL 


Planned exclusively for girls 
pursue special studies in 
Exceptional opportunity to acquire fluent 
French Every advantage of the City. 
Announcement on request. 

me MACINTYRE or MLLE. FAesues 

320 West 107th St., New York City 
(Riverside Drive) 





sianiing, Se 
ork 

















Residence in New Pork 
FOR GIRL STUDENTS 

MRS. HENRY HARRISON BOSWELL 

344 West 84th Street Chaperonage 


| Three vacancies at present. Prospectus on request. 


| Mrs. Zachary Ford Lillard 

6 West 87th Street, New York 
Announces the re-opening of her House as @ 
Residence for young women students. 


Chaperonage. Circular on request. 








“Che Chaperonage” 


A home for Young Ladies studying or visiting in 
NEW YORK CITY 


Free course in Interior ONSON. See Booklet 
MISS LUCY MAY JOHNSON, Chaperone 
The Webster, 40 West 45th Streets Near Fifth Ave. 
“TEASDALE RESIDENCE. 

} For young women and girl students 
| Open all year Chaperonage 
326 West 80th Street 
One door from Riverside Drive 
300klet on request 
Telephone Schuyler 7724 














. 
| Tutoring 
RAOUUG 4 nMeM0t A THONALANEAFUPWORDANOA HEE uh 
Have You Been Hampered 
in your intellectual or social development thru 
lack of opportunity? If so, you can have simple 
| courses fitting individual needs by a teacher of 
| wide experience in New York. No correspondence 
courses 
{ Miss Estelle Salingré 151 W. 105th St., N.Y.C. 
| (Telephone Academy 5405) 





TrUTaRi nxn @G— 
Elementary and Preparatory Branches 
Successful record with New York’s leading 
private schools. Instruction at student’s or 
tutor’s residence. For particulars address 























equipment. Altitude 800 ft. at gateway Mrs. H. D. Robests 62 W. 84th St., N.Y.C. 
to the Berkshires. Two hours from New ‘abd ‘Tel. Schuyler 3822 
York. Address aise a: 
MRS. L. S. TEBBETTS : 
Arlington New York Vocational Counsel 
1 cc — 
Children 2% to 12. Schoo 
THE studies, concentration and | HERBERT A. WI£ILKINSON 
MONTESSORI discipline through joyous | 
activities. Hot luncheon. | VOCATIONAL COUNSELOR 


SCHOOL Afternoon recreation 
Teachers’ CULE. Course. 
(Mrs.) A. RENO MARGULIES 
675 West End Avenue 
The Finch School 8.5 ¥,773,8t": 
Boarding and Day School for Girls, emphasizing 
post-graduate work. 
Jessica G. Cosgrave, A.B., LL.B., Principal 


Anne E. Boardman, A.B., A.M., Associate Prin. 
Address for catalogue, Secretary of Admissions. 


Institute of Musical Art FANS PAMRoscH 


An endowed school. Provides a thorough and 
comprehensive musical education in all branches, 
and is equipped to give highest advantages to most 
exceptional talents 

Address Seeretery.. 120 Claremont Ave., N. Y. City. 


|New York School 
of Music and Arts 


150 Riverside Drive, New York City 


Beautiful 














location overlooking Hudson 
iver, 
Day and Boarding Pupils. 

Ideal home life for refined, cultured girls. 
Europe and America’s Most Eminent 
eachers. 

Voice, piano, organ, violin, harp and all 
instruments. Dramatic art, dancing. lan- 
guages. Outdoor life and all recreational 

and social advantages. 








New York | 





LECTURER 
LONG ISLAND 
York City 


LYNBROOK 
By appointment in New 











New York Schools 











MRS. BURT’S SCHOOL FOR TINY TOTS 
An all-year boarding school where children up 
to 10 years have a Mother’s care; kindergarten and 
primary grades, music, dancing; best of food; 
| medical attention; trained nurse. Fee $70 to $100 


} month 
Mrs. M. Lewtas Bort, 
‘Graylock,’” 1128 Constant Ave., PEEKSKILL, N.Y. 


DREW SEMINARY. quo carmel School for Girls 
on Lake Gleneida, Carmel, N. Y. 49 miles from 
‘. Y. City. 600 feet elevation. Home-like at- 
mosphere. General and special courses. Athletics. 
56th year. Catalog. CLARENCE PavuL McCCLEL- 
President, Box 402, Carmel, N. Y. 





LAND, 
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A School 





New Jersey Schools 








New Jenusey, Orange 
Miss Beard’s School for Girls 
school, 13 miles from New York. College 
special courses. Music, Art, Domestic 
Science Supervised physical 
and field Catalog on request 
Address Miss Lreire ¢ 


4 country 
preparatory, 
Arts and 

ey mnasium 
BeEanp 


Contenary Collegiate Institute \ ¢ 5 
beautiful country near New York 48th 
modern buildings; 50 acres; $600,000 
athlet swimming pool, et Sensible 
and dress College preparatory certifi 
eral and special courses Catalog 


Robert J, Trevorrow, Pres., Box 41, 
nan. N. J. 


ics 


request. 


Hacketts- 


ST. ELIZABETH- OF-THE-ROSES (Episcopal 


Mother School 
Children 1 to » years. Open all year. One 
from New York City. Usual studies. Outdoor 
r School That Develops Initiative 
Mrs. W. B. Stoddard, Directress, Caldwell, 


LITTLE CHILDREN’S HOME-SCHOOL 


Boarding and day pupils. Open all year 


home with experienced, individual 
on Loys under sever girls under 


Address: Dire« Madison, N. J 


hour 
ports 


N. J. 


\ real super- 


ten 


tress, 


Pennsylvania Schools 





The Mary Lyon School 
A Country School in a College Town 
Certificate 
Courses bgp mye 

teacher to every i 

SEVEN GABLES, 
girla 6 to 14 separate 


Preparatory 
und = =Finishing 
advanced study. One 
classrooms 
School for 
complete equipment 


H. M. Crist, A.B., 
Principals, Box 


College privilege 
General 
for 


A.B., 
Pa. 


Frances L. Crist, 
1510, Swarthmore, 











Founded 1850. 
on the summit of 
ce hils Illustrated 
1 on request 


A school for 
Rydal 
booklet 
Ryda 


OGONTZ SCHOOL. 


an estate 


nior Department. 
MiSS ABBY A. SUTHERLAND, Principal 
Pennsylvania, Montgomery County. 


PENNSYLVANIA, Overbrook 


rG s 

Miss Sayward’s School £°",,4'5) 44 

Philadelphia College preparatory and secretaria 

Music, Domestic Science Physi al train- 

ng, outdoor sports, horsevack riding, swimming 

Develops character, mind and body. Write Dept B 
Miss Janet Saywarp, Principal. 


oOurses 


Box 425, JENKINTOWN, Pa 


BEECHWOOD 


Jenkintown, Pa School for practical trai 
young women College Departments, M 
Domestic Science, ete Large t 

For catalog, address as above 


MONTESSOR COUNTRY AND CITY SCHOOLS 

“hildren 3 to 12 years 

Sclentifie direction covering 8 years’ 

Able teachers and housemother in 

Curriculum includes all formal _— 
Anna Windle Paist, Dire 

Montessori First, Boarding & Day School, Phila., Pa. 


experience. 
charge. 
studies. 


SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

BRYN MAWR, PA. 

ge preparation; or special 
ew building, 

, riding Mus 
Head of School 
P., Head of 


BISHOPTHORPE MANOR 


\ select school for girls 

and Philadelphia College 
Secretarial 
N. WYANT, 


Mrs 
Acad. Dept 


Convenient to New 

preparatory and gen- 
work Junior Depart- 
1 Frincipal, Box 246 
Hethlehem, 


THE DARLINGTON SEMINARY, Inc. 
1851 4 select school for girls on 

22 miles from Philadelphia College pre- 
paratory, Secretarial, Music, Art, Expression, Do- 
mestic Science and Physical Training Courses. 
ding. Swimming aud all outdoor sports. Catalog 


Chrtetiae F. Bye, Pres., Box 622, West Chester, Pa. 


DEVON MANOR 


In Valley Forge region 16 miles from Phila. 
College prep. Vocational work, Domestic Arts, 
Secretarial, Social Service, Art, Music. 

Langdon Caskin, Prin. 
Devon Manor, Devon, 


LINDEN HALL SEMINARY 


Beautiful, healthful location Academic, College 
Preparatory and Special Courses Separate Junior 
Department. Secretarial. Gymnasium and Swimming 
loo!, Catalog. Rev. F. W. STENGEL, Principal, 
Hox 122, Lititz, Fa 


60-acre 


Mrs. 
Box 102, Pa 

For Girts 
Est. 1746 


THE COWLES SCHOOL 


26th year. A sound general education for 

girls. Efficient college preparation. 

Oliver Denton, Visiting Director, Piano Dept. 

Emma Milton Cowles, A.B., Headmistress 
Oak Lane, Philadelphia, Pa 





WANTED 


PRINCIPAL with small clientele to com- 
bine with established suburban Phila- 
lelphia school. Excellent equipment avail- 
able for twenty more girls. Principal will 
receive salary and assume executive duties 
Write 


Harper’s Bazar School Bureau 











Washington 


work in | 


York | 


Estab- | | 


the 


or 


‘Far 


ae OG “ee 


‘ean 


gree $ Baz aa 





| Southern Schools 


Washington Schools 





= 


New England Schools 





MISS HARRIS’ FLORIDA SCHOOL | 


and Follow | 


iny Time 
Home Schools 
Outdoor Classes—Ocean Bathing—Golf Fong 
Winter 800 Brickell Avenue, MIAMI, FLORIDA 


BRENAU COLLEGE CONSERVATORY 
Noted for Select patronage 30 states; 
social life: location foothilis Blue Ridge 
North of Atlanta Standard course 
advantages in music, oratory, art, do 
physical cu pass New gymnasium, 
Catalog an illustrated book 
Addre ‘bannat. Box H, 


GULF-PARK 


A JUNIOR COLLEGE FOR YOUNG WOMEN 
Gulfport, Miss. 

scholastic standards in class room 

Land and water sports Outdoor life 

year Illustrated catalog on request 

Gulf-Park, Box M, Gulfport, Miss. 


ST. MARY'S, An Episcopal School for Girls 


Founded 1842. Full College 
years’ advance work Art 
Science at 14 Moder: 
‘re Campus in mild Southern Climate 
» rates Address Rev. Warren W. Way 
Raleigh, N. C 


MARYLAND COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 


Courses: College Preparatory; College; Domestic 
Science; Music; Expression. Advantages: 10 — 
from Baltimore; Fireproof buildings; Strong - 
ulty; 67 years’ history Catalogue Address Box 
. LUTHERVILLE, MARYLAND 


Tourist Pupila May Enter at 


Work of 


Mis 


st 
sWwinitnl 


Gainesville, Ga 


and 
the 


Highest 
studio 
whole 





preparation and two 
Elocution, Do- 
Buildings 
Mod 
Rec- 





Hollins College 


FOR WOMEN 
Standard College 
Bachelor of 

certificate and 
Healthful loc 

For catalogue and 

Cocke res Box 





courses for 
Music de- 
eXamilna- 
ation in 
views 


339, 


Founded 1842 

Bachelor of Arts and 
Admission by 
290 students. 

mountains of Va 

address 

Hollins, 











"W. Va. The 
In the 
Elective 


Hall, Town, 

Episcopal. 

» Preparatory 

3 Athletics. Open air 

Individual instruction $600 Catalog 
MARIAH PENDLETON DUVAL, Principal 


(former Principal Stuart Hall) 


school for girls in the Valley of 
Virginia. College preparatory and graduate work. 
Music, Art, Home Economics, Expression, Secre- 
tarial. Mountain location. 21 acre campus. Mod- 
rm building. Horseback riding, athletics, water 
sports. Main line two railroads. $475. For cata- 


log address 

John Noble Maxwell, President, Box H, Basic, V 
Warrenton Country School 
girls In foothills of 
Washington, Preparatory and 
French the language of the 
habits of order and economy. 
Mile. Lea M. Bouligny, Box 28, 


Mile M. Bouligny 


St. Hilda's Charles 


Fairfax Hall. 





For young Virginia, near 
Special courses. 


house. Inculcates 
Pa. 
Sullins College for Girls and Young Women 
New buildings, every room has bath attached. 
Gymnasium, Swimming Pool, Outdoor Sports 
Standard High School and Junior College Courses 
Music, Art, Expression and Domestic Science. 
Secretarial Courses. Students from 40 states 
Write for catalogue and _ views, Martin, 
Ph.D.. Pres., Box B, Bristol. Va. 


Warrenton 





WARD = BELMONT 


FOR GIRLS AND YOUNG WOMEN 
WARD-BELMONT combines high- 
est academic training and advan- 
tages of extensive grounds and 
equipment with that much-sought- 
for Southern culture and refinement. 
WARD-BELMONT offers a_ six- 
year course of study embracing two 
years of college. Its well-balanced 
curriculum meets the individual 
needs of students. For information, 


acdress 
RD-BELMONT 
Belmont Tene Box Y, Nashville, Tenn. 








Washington Schools 


uae venaemuie tr 


THE FAIRMONT SCHOOL 
For girls. 23rd year under same management. 
Two-year courses for high school graduates. 
Also college preparatory and special courses. 
Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Ramsay, Principals. 


Gunston Hall 


A School for Girls. Established 1892 
Mrs. Beverly R. Mason, Principal 











1924 Florida Ave.,Washington, D. c. 


CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL . 


the girl of today and tomorrow. Courses: Prepara- 
tory; two-year advanced for high school graduates; 
special. Unrivalled location at the national capital. 
For catalog, address Cuevy Cuase SCHOOL, Box B, 
Frepenic EarNest FarriIncton, Ph. D., Head- 
master, Washington, D. Cc 


KING-SMITH STUDIO-SCHOOL 
For young women. 
painting. sculpture, Cancing, expression and dra- 
matic art, amd academic or college subject. 
All courses elective. Unusual social advantages. 
Jirector, King-Smith Studio-School, 
1751 New Hampshire Ave., Washington, D. C 


4 school for 


Courses in music, languages, 





pleasant } 


|Howard Seminary for Girls ;°, 





NATIONALPARK SEMINARY 


Washington, D. C., Suburbs 


JAMES E.AMENT, Ph.D., LL.D., President 
For Young Women. Presents the funda- 
meotals of a college education in a two 
year diploma course. Music, Art, Expres- 
sion, Domestic Science and other vocational 
courses. Athletics, Gymnasium, swimming 
riding. Thirty-two buildings. Eighty- 

» campus Cultured environments, 
surroundings, democratic ideals. 
enroliment is urged. Catalog 


COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Seautiful location in National Capital. High 
School, College Preparatory and Collegiate courses. 
Complete Domestic Science and Secretarial depart- 
meats. Music, Art and Expression. Well ordered 
home =“ social life Organized play and recrea- 
tion athletics. Catalog Miss Charlotte 
Crittenden Everett, Principal, 1533 Eighteenth 
treet, N. W., Washington, Cc. 


"vata aaa rea AA 


eis . England Schools 


Ca 








WATERBURY, CONN. Founded 1875 
Successful preparation Sec- 
retarial Course giving 
branches of Domestic 
vantages in Music 


for all colleges. 
Gregg Certificates. All 
Science. Excellent ad- 
and Art, Experienced 
teachers. Gymnasium work, Athletics, Track, 
Basketball, Swimming and Outdoor Sports. 
Beautifully situated. one hour from Hartford 
or New Haven. Students admitted at any 
time during the year. Send for booklet. 


MISS EMILY GARDNER MUNRO, A. M. 
Principal 


THE ELY SCHOOL, 


ELY COURT 
CONNECTICUT | 


In the country. One hour from New York. 


GLEN EDEN F°*_ bigh-school_ girls 


or graduates. Subur- 

ban to New York City, 50 minutes from 
Fifth Avenue. Magnificent equipment. 
Enter any time. For booklet address Record- 
ing Sec’y, Glen Eden, Stamford, Conn. 
SOUTHFIELD POINT HALL , schoo! 
for girls. 

Beautifully located on Long Island Sound. _Inter- 
mediate. General and College Preparatory Courses 
Music, Gymnastics, Athletics and Sports. Address 

Jessie Callam Gray, B.A., Principal 

6 Davenport Drive Stamford, Conn. 


H 1 LLSI DE Norwalk, ‘Senn. 


FOR GIRL 
45 miles from New York. 


gs Pre 
ation. c ultural Courses. reuar 
Athletics 











GREENWICH 


GARET R_ BRENDLINGER, 
(Vassar); VIDA HUNT FRANCIS, + B: 
(Smith), Principals. 


“LINCOLN SCHOOL 


Ideally located for city advantages and outdoor 

life. Horseback riding. College preparatory, elec- 

tive, and secretarial courses. Home Economics, 

Art and Music. Modern building e and equipment 

MISS MIRIAM SEWALL VERSE, Principal 
Providence, R. ‘ 





WALNUT HILL SCHOOL 7 


17 miles 


A College Preparatory School for Girls. 
Skating | 


from Boston 46 acres. 6 buildings. 
pond. Athletic fields. Gymnasium. 

MISS CONANT, MISS BIGELOW 
30 Highland Street Natick, Mass. 


| 
CRESTALBAN—A school for little girls in the 
invigorating climate of the Berksh ires. Thirty 

minutes from Pittsfield. 200 acres, 3 butidines 

Number limited. Special care given to home train- 

ing, character development, and health. Open air 
Classes. Outdoor sports. 

Prin., Berkshire, 


Miss Margery Whiting, Mass. 





miles 
om 
and general courses. 
Strong courses in instru- 
mental and vocal music. Military drill. Horse- 
back riding. All sports. Upper amd lower school. 
50 pupils. Mr. and Mrs. C. P. Kendall, Princi- 
pals. 26 Howard Street. West Bridgewater, Mass, 


THE CHAMBERLAYNE SCHOOL 
special and college preparatory 
Household arts. usic. Languages 
teachers. Out-of-door sports. 

261 Clarendon St 
Cor. of Commonwealth Ave., Boston, Mass. 


CHOATE ng tec 


1600 Beacon Street. Brookline 
lome and day school 

Augusta Choate, Vassar, A.B.. 
Helen Anderson Smith, Associate 


Boston. College 
Household economics. 


preparatory 





General, 
courses. 
—native 





Massachusetts 
for girls. 
A.M.. Principal! 
Principal. 


THE MAC DUFFIE SCHOOL for Girls 


Springfield, Mass. Ample Grounds. 
Principals: John MacDuffie, Ph.D., 
Mrs. John MacDuffie, A.B. 




















‘THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


| Founded by Mary A. Burnham 1877 
Opposite Smith College Campus 
Miss HELEN E. THOMPSON, Headmistress 
Northampton, Massachusetts 


in 


' TENACRE—A ay + meen rie Girls 
10 to 


| Preparatory to Dana Hall, o miles from Boston. 
| All sports and athletics supervised and adapted to 
the age of the pupil. Finest instruction, care and 
influences. Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, 
Wellesley, Mass. 


LASELL SEM INARY 


la school that develops well-trained, healthful and 

resourceful womanhood ome Economics, Music, 

; Art, College Preparatory and Secretarial Course. 
Guy M. Winslow, Principal 

137 Wocdland Road 


Auburndale, Mass. 


MASSACHUSETTS, Norton. (30 miles from Boston.) 


| HOUSE IN THE PIN 


A school for girls. Preparatory and finishing courses, 
Languages—native teachers. Music. Household Arts. 
Secretarial courses. Every attention, not only to 
habits of study, but to each girl’s health and hap- 
piness. Miss Gertrcpe E. Connisu, Principal. 


Wheaton College for Women 
Only small separate college for women in Massa- 
chusetts. -year course. A.B. degree. ip of 
men and women. 20 buildings. 100 acres. Catalog 
Rev SaMvEL V. Core, D.D., LL.D., President. 
Massachusetts, Norton (30 miles from Boston). 


ROGERS HALL SCHOOL for GIRLS 


Lowell, 
Country 


Massachusetts. 38 minutes from Boston 
sports. Gymnasium and swimming pool 
For catalogue and views. address 

Miss Olive Sewail Parsons, B.A., Principal 


BEACO N 
A Country-City Boarding and Day School. 
joys and girls of all ages. 
College preparatory and diploma courses. 
MRS. ALTHEA ANDREW, Principal 
1440 Beacon St., Brookline, Mass. 
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Special Schools 








FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE SCHOOL 


BACKWARD 
CHILDREN 


KATONAH, NY. Telephone 70 
Correspondence and Jnspection Invited. 
Rupo.pu S. Friep, Principal. 





| MGOLLIE A. WOODS, Prin., 











BACKWARD CHILDREN 
Examined and educated psychologically. Hourly 
appointment. Ages 3 to 16. Speech development 
Physicians and parents endorsements 

Miss Stewart, Specialist 
Valentine St., Mt. Vernon, 


“Sound View School” 


For Backward Childre 
Speech Specialist from Columbia University. 
ga Instruction. 
70 Prospect Stree Port Chester, N. Y- 


The Bancroft School 


For Mentally Subnormal Children 
One of the oldest and best schools of its kind in exis 
tence. For catalog address Box 165, Haddonfield, N.J. 
E. A. Farrington, M.D. Jenzia Coulson Cooley. 


123 ak 


Acerwood Tutoring School 


Educates boys over eight who are normal in social 
life but require special attention in studies. Ath- 
letics; male counselors. 16 miles from Phila. 


MISS DEVEREUX Box B. Devon, Pa. 


THE HEDLEY SCHOOL Bentecsor? Kindergarten, 

Primary and Intermediate. 
physically and socially normal, yet 
who require individual instruction and personal 
attention. Industrial and domestic arts; music. 
Beautiful country home. (12 miles from Phila.). 
J. R. Hedley, M.D., resident physician. Mrs. J. R. 


Hedley, Principal, Box B, GI Pennsylvania. 


SCHOOL FOR EXCEPTIONAL CHILDREN 


Every facility in a beautiful suburban home for 
the education of children unable to attend public 
or private schools Domestic Science 14 miles 
from Phila. Booklet 


For children 





Box 152, Roslyn, Pa. 


| Devereux Tutoring School 


Educates girls over eight who are normal in social 
life but require special attention in studies. Music; 
Industrial arts. 35 acres. 16 miles from Phila 
MISS DEVEREUX Box B. enamel Pa. 


You can be Jeitiiins cured, if you 


STAMMER 


Send 10 cents in stamps for 288 page cloth-bound 
book on Stammering and Stuttering, ‘‘Its Cause 
and Cure.”’ It tells how I cured myself after 
stammering for 20 years. B. N. Bogue, 6573 Bogue 
Bidg., 1147 N. Illinois Street, Indianapolis. 
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Professional Schools | 
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 UESTOFF 
SER OVA 


Russian School of 


DANCING 


Ballet, Classic, 
Interpretative 
National and 
Ball Room Dancing 
Children’s Courses 
a Specialty 
Baby Work 
Classes 
Private Lessons 
Normal Courses 


Write for Booklet B 





The following text books are available: 
“Advanced Nature Dancing.”’ “Baby Work’? by 
Sonia Serova Price $5.00 per volume “In 
Studies, 1921’ by Sonia_ Serova 
Price $3.50 per volume "Russian Imperial 
**ddranced Technique of the Rus 
by Veronine Vestoff. Price $5.00 
**Technique and Plastique, 1921,”"" 
< Veronine Vestoff 


m School” 
per volume, 

‘Training on Toes’’ by 
Price $3.50 per volume 


M. Veronine Vestoff Mile. Sonia Serova 
Artist Parlowa’s Graduate Russian 
Imperial Ballet School 

47 West 72nd Street New York 
Telephone Columbus 6212 and 9283 


Christmas Normal, 20th to 3¢th Dee., inclusive 
SSSSSSSSSSSSESESEESEEESSSSESeeeeeeaee 








American Academy 


of 


Dramatic Arts 


FOUNDED IN 1884 
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President 
The leading institution for Dra- 
matic and Expressional Training in 


America. Connected with Charles 
Frohman’s Empire Theatre and Com- 


panies. For information apply to 
THE SECRETARY 
175 Carnegie Hall 

NEW YORK Se N. Y. 











FLORENCE FLEMING NOYES 
SCHOOL OF RHYTHM 


215 West ltith Street, New York 
Branch Studios 
665 Boylston St. 
Philadelphia, Pa., 1823 Walnut St. 
Cleveland, Ohio, 1598 E. 115th St 
Mina eapolis, Minn., 1445 East River Road. 
an Francisco, Calif., 2016 Frankline St. 
35 years the the Standard Training School for Theatre Art 


LVIENE SCHOOL 
of DRAMATIC ARTS 


DRAMA ORATORY PHOTO PLAY 
MUSICAL COMEDY DANCE ARTS 
Four Schools in One, Practical Stage Training. 
The School’s Students’ Stock and Theatre Afford 
Public Stage Appearances 
Write for catalog, mentioning study desired to 
Thomas Irvin, Secretary, 43 West 72nd St., N. Y. 


NEW YORK SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 
Chartered by the Regents of the University of the 
State of New York. Courses for advanced students | 
and beginners Elocution Public Speaking, 
Drama, Pantomime—Speech defects cured Eve- 
ning Classes. 332 West 56th St., New York City. 


Boston, Mass.. 














open an avenue to an interesting 
and remunerative career. MacLean 
College of Music, Dramatic and 
Speech Arts offers unique oppor- 
tunity, at reasonable tuition rates. 
Send for catalog. Enroll now for 
training. MacLean College of Music, 
Dramatic and Speech Arts, 2835 
South Michigan Ave., Chicago, III. 


y a voice properly developed may Z 








PORTIA of Classic 
MANSFIELD Dancing and 
SCHOOL Its Related Arts 


Carmel-by-the-Sea, California 
Winter Camp—February and March. 
and Senior Camps Normal and Professional 
Departments. Dramatics. Batik. Horseback 
Riding. Camping Trips Swimming. Golf. 
Hiking. Booklet. Rocky Mountain Dancing 
Camp, Steamboat Springs, Colo. 


Junior 











Byron W. King’s School of Oratory 
Elocution and Speech Arts, 
Courses for Teachers. Lyceum 
and Chautauqua Work. 
Speech defects, loss of Voice 
positively cured. Largest 
School of Speech Arts in| 
America. Send for prospectus. 
Mt. Oliver. Pittsburgh, Pa. 











SCHOOL OF FINE 
ARTS and CRAFTS, Inc. 


Standards of the school require that stu- 
dents before receiving diplomas be thoroughly 
grounded in the elements of artistic apprecia- 
tion and draftsmanship. 

Miss KATHERINE B. CHILD, Director 
Room 409, 349 Newbury Street Boston, Mass. 
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9) 
New Method Makes It Easy 
for You to Enter this Splendid 
Profession Right in Your Own 
Home in a Few Minutes a Day 
Spare Time Study. 














At last,—a profession ideally suited to 


women In the uncrowded field of 
Costume Designing and Fashion Illus- 
tration, women everywhere are finding 


fine careers with splendid incomes at- 
Salaries run as high as $10,000. 
—and now 
method any 
woman, even if she feels that she has no 
and quickly 
for this delightful high-salaried 


tached. 
Many earn even more, 
through a wonderful new 


special ability, can easily 
qualify 
profession. 


Fascinating as a Game 


This New Easy Way 


With our Individual Attention Method you learn right in your 
a few hours of your spare time each week 
Step by step you progress 


own heme. Only 


are necessary. 


(Ostume Designing 


») 
go 





from elementary 


work right up to the point where you are qualified to accept one of the big positions 


paying as high as $10,000 a year. 


You receive the personal criticism and advice of 


famous fashion authorities.—men and women who have been successful themselves 


at the very things they teach you. They 


give you their exclusive 
almost as if your instructor guided your hand. 


attention. It is 
+ 
Your progress is unbelievably rapid, 


Write for Interesting Free Booklet 


Our interesting illustrated booklet explains completely this 


amazing new method. 


quickly qualify for a 
Costume Designer 


FASHION INSTITUTE 


rn Room 112, Marden Bldg., Washington, D. C. 


DESIGNING and MILLINERY | 


Dressmaking and Pattern Cutting taught for whole- 
sale, retail or home use. Day and Evening Classes, 
Call or write for particulars. McDowell Dress- 





making and Millinery Schools. Estab. 1876. Char- 
tered under Regents. 58 West 40th St, N. Y. 
aeaeie Courses By Mail 


e reliable school of the West 
Parisian Ta etiae 


E. 


SCHOOL * 


of Costume Design 


etc. for business, teaching 
or home use. 


| Studio 577-B Geary St.. San Francisco, Cal. M. 





Se Pinaes 
Wilde Studio 
of Iilustra- 


208 E Sie ~oad 
N. 





| Short, pony courses four afternoons a week. 

For advanced students who wish to do higher 
fitusteation. 2. For beginners who wish to do 
costume or commercial illustration 3. Evening 
life class for women. Mrs. Wilde was formerly of 
Pratt Institute, Accommodations for a limited 
number of resident students. 


INTERNATIONAL ART TRAINING | 
New York School of Fine and Applied Art 


Frank Alvah Parsons, Pres., New York and Paris 
Landscape and Domestic Architecture; In- 
terior Decoration; Poster Advertising; Com- 
mercial, Costume and Stage Design; Illus- | 
tration; Life Drawing ‘‘Hambidge Research’’; | 
Teachers’ Training Classes. Began Septem- 
ber 8th. 

Address Secretary, 2239 Broadway, New York 

















ells about the wonderful oppor- 
tunities in this new profession, 
splendid position as 
Write for this booklet today! 





For Portrait, 
and Designing. 


and shows you how to 
Fashion Artist or 


EDITH YOUNG ART SCHOOL 
Costume Design 
Illustration and Anatomy 
Resident Course by Mail 
Unusual Methods Highly Endorsed 
607 Broad St., Newark, N. J. 
METROPOLITAN ART SCHOOL 
58 W. 57th Street, New York 
MODERN COLOR 


Landscape, Poster, Stage Lighting 


Also Home-Study Courses 








Che NEW YORK SCHQGOL of 


INTERIOR DECORATION 
1Ol PARK AVE -NEW YORK CITY 





Correspondence Courses 


Complete instruction by correspondence in 
the use of period styles. eolor harmony, com- 
position, ete. Course in Home Decoration for 
amateurs. Course for professionals. An agree- 
able and lucrative vont ession. Start any time. 


Send for Catalogue A2 














The Sargent School ‘i..%ic! 
Established 1881. 


Address for booklet 
Dr. D. A. SARGENT. Cambridge, Mass. | 


/'THE GARLAND SCHOOL | 


OF HCOMEMAKING 


A special school which qualifies girls to preside 


over and maintain well ordered homes 
Margaret J. 


Stannard. Director, 2 Chestnut, St., 
Boston, Mass. 








disposal. 


| personally to 


119 West 40th Street 





May We Help You? 
The services of this School Bureau are at your 
We are just as anxious to assist the 
casual reader as the yearly subscriber. 
We have personally visited the representative 
schools both for boys and girls, and we shall be 
| glad to help you with your School problem. There 
is no charge for this service. Address your letter 


Kenneth N. Chambers, Director 


HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU 


New York City 














Costume and Interior Design 








Your Con venience 
a Pratesntoust Schesle 








Your Fortune 
May Be In 
Costume 
Design 


(Names indicated below will 
be given upon request) 


Three months after Mrs. K—— re- 
ceived her Fashion Academy diploma 
she earned $125 a week. Many of her 
designs were purchased by the world’s 
leading costumer. Two months after 
Miss F received her diploma she 
was earning $100 a week. After only 
two months’ training at Fashion Acad- 
emy, Miss K won the Litwin Mfg. 
Co. $100 prize for original costumes! 








These are just a few of the many 
women I want you to read about. My 
beautiful, illustrated book tells all 
about them and many others, for 
Fashion Academy has produced more 
successful Costume Designers than all 
other schools combined. 


Learn in 3 Months 
Practically every Fashion Academy student 
begins as a novice. You, too, in three 
months can e asily and pleasantly learn this 
fascinsting profession which brings. incomes 
of $5,000 to $15,000 a year. No special fitness 
is required, because my simple, gradually ad- 
vancing lessons make it almost impossible 
NOT to learn. Fashion Academy is success- 
ful with every student. 


Three Resident Schools 

If you prefer to study under the personal 
daily contact of our expert practical instruc- 
tors, Fashion Academy has a complete, mod- 
ern school in three different cities—New 
York, Philadelphia and San_ Francisco. 
Classes are four days a week—morning, 
afternocn or evening. 


You Can Study at Home 
If you cannot easily reach our resident 
schools or if you prefer to study in your 
spare time in your own home, Fashion 
Academy home study courses are based upon 
exactly the same system of instruction that 
is employed in our famous resident schools. 


Get My FREE Book 


My FREE book H.B.-12 contains many origi- 
nal designs made by Fashion Ac: ademy stu- 
dents—and tells the 4 BIG REASONS why 
Fashion Academy places so many graduates in 
high salaried designers’ positions. Send the 
attached coupon for this interesting book 
today. It costs you nothing and may be the 
means of opening up a wonderful new life 
for you jnst as it has for thousands of other 
women during the past eleven years. 

If you are interested in Resident School 
study, send coupon to Fashion Academy 
nearest you; if interested in Home Study, 
send coupon to me at New York. 


Emil Alvin Hartman 
Director 


FASHION ACADEMY, Inc. 
21 E. 79th Street, Near 5th Avenue, New York 


Philadelphia San Francisco 
1432 N. Broad St. Scottish Rite Temple 





Fashion Academy, In 
Studio No. H.B.-12, 21 East 79th St., 
New York. 
Please send me your FREE illustrated 
book with full information on your 
various courses. 


Residence School [J Home Study 0 


NT  dienee6085sc0bs.s4adaegadaheeekn 
PEE o.c6060neeccepsednccteseowvonne 
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Boys’ Schools 





Boys’ Schools 


Professional Schools 
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MILITARY ACADEMY 


A Big School for Little Boys 


Military life appeals to young- 
sters—at Page it is combined 
with work and play that de- 
velop initiative and self-reliance. 
The growing mind is guided by 
wise men and women who thor- 
oughly understand boys. Every 
advantage of climate and loca- 
tion. Large modern buildings; 
sevell-acre campus Let our 
pe tell you all about us. 

ay grow big and strong in 
California 


ROBERT A. GIBBS, Gootmnester 
Route 7, Box 94 
Los Angeles, Colternta 





. "A School | 
KI SKI Sor Boys 
ISKIMINETAS Springs School, affection- 
ately known as KISKI, permits boys to 
grow up out-of-doors 200 acres of wooded 
highland overlooking river Special prepara- 
tion for college and technical schools, Univer- 
sity certificate privileges. 
Preceptorial System. All 
sports Athletic grounds. 
Gymnasium Swimming 
pool. School owns its own 
farm and dairy. Rate $850. For 
catalogue, address box 808, 


Dr. A. W. Wilson, Jr. 
President, Saltsburg, Pa. 




















Hitchcock Military Academy | 


San Rafael, California. (18 miles from San Francisco.) 
44th year opened first Monday September. Early 
registration necessary. All year round outdoor life 
Academy fully accredited, For illustrated catalogue 
address Rex H. Sherer, President, San Rafael, Calif. 


San Diego Army and Navy Academy 
College preparatory. Offers best in 





and military instruction Fully accredited Chris 
tian character training emphasi Army detail. 
Outdoor sports entire year Located near ocean 





Summer session July Ist to § 
Catir., Pacific Beach. Capt 


H O R P 


t st 
THos A. Davis, Pres 





ACADEMY. BOYS 
under 15 Non-sectarian Semi-mili- 
tary 10 in a class. Strong faculty 
Individual attention. Summer Camp. 


LAKE FOREST, ILL. 
NORTHWESTERN MILITARY & NAVAL ACADEMY 


A virile American preparatory school for boys of 
character. Operates on self-government principles, 
honor ideals Limited to 200 70 miles from 
Chicago. Catalog shows peculiar advantages 
Address COL. R. P. DAVIDSON, Supt., Lake 
Geneva, Wisc. 


Woodstock (1 hour from Chicago) 
1000 


Todd Seminary for Boys {'’?, < “s,s 


sea. 74th year. Exclusively for younger boys (7 to 

16). Right thinking developed through comradeship 

between teachers and boys Vigilant watchfulness 

of personal habits. Summer Camp, Onekama, Mich. 
NOBLE HILL, Principal 


van SCHOOL 


J)AWLIN FOR BOYS 


Dr. Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster 
Pawling New York 


The Raymond Riordon School 


Tro 








A sane—daring—capable School certified by the 
Board of Regents of New York State Booklet 

‘rite. 

Highland Ulster County, N. Y. 
THE STONE SCHOOL, Cornwall-On-Hudson, N. Y. 
Healthful and invigorating location, Five miles 
from West Point Boys 9 to 19. Prepares for 
college or business. One teacher to 8 boys All 
sports under supervision. Swimming pool. Catalog 


ALVAN E. DUERR, Headmaster, Box 3! 





Peekskill Military Academy | 


Army officers detailed but pre-eminently College 
Preparatory. Complete modern equipment. Separate 
building for young boys. 89th year. 

Address the Principals, Peekskill, N. Y 





STAMFORD MILITARY ACADEMY 
Thorough scholastic and military training foster- 
ing the intellectual, physical and moral needs of 
developing boys Personal instruction Small 
classes. Manly sports encouraged. Extensive equip- 
ment. Ideally ice sated at Ossining overlooking the 
Hudson. Summer Camp. 

Ossining, N. Y. 


Walter D. Gerken, A.M., Prin., 





New York, Ossining-on-Hudson. 





. “yr s seciz 
St. John’s Military School 59*'2! 
tunities for quick college preparation. Parental disci- 
pline. Gymnasium, swimming pool. Athletic field 
Manly sports encouraged. Junior Hall, a separate 
school for boys under 13. Catalogue. 
W. A. Ranney. A.M., Pd.D., Principal. 
MOUNT PLEASANT SCHOOLS 
For over one hundred years a refined school 
home for boys of all ages. Practical military 


field work. College and business 
Physical training and athletic sports 
CHARLES FREDERICK ‘*- SIE, 
523, Ossining-on-the-Hudson, Y 


training with 

preparation. 

Address 
P. O. Box 


-MANLIUS > 










For 18 consecutive years ranked as 
an “Honor School” by the U. S 
Government. 


St. John’s School, Manlius. Col- 
lege Preparatory and Military. 
Among the hills, 11 miles from 
Syracuse Complete equipment 
A happy school life with well-ord- 
ered recreations and athletics. 
Business course. Also Junior 
School Boys received mid-term 
Next term begins Jan. 4th. For 
33 years under present manage- 
ment. For catalog, address 








Gen. William Verbeck, Pres., 
Box 1212, Manlius, N. Y 


rs asucpebbet ead AD 


academic | 


85th year. College Preparatory, Business, Junior 
courses. Separate modern building for boys under 
13 years. Healthful country location. Terms, $400. 


Boys taught hew to learn, how to labor, how to live 


Box 15, New Bloomfield, Pa. 





SWARTHMORE PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


Prepares for college or life work. 
Send for booklet, ‘“‘A Man-Making School’’ and 
learn the secret of our notable and continued 


success in training boys Separate Junior Depart- 
ment for boys 10 to 14 

Willard P. Tomlinson, M. A., Headmaster 
Box 24 Swarthmore, Pa. 


ST. LUKE’S SCHOOL 





Wayne (Main Line P. R. R.), Pa. 
Healthful location, homelike buildings. Mental 
and physical instruction, high moral influence 
Prepares for college or business 


CHARLES HENRY sTROUT. A.M., Headmaster | 





NAZARETH HALL MILITARY ACADEMY 


Box 50, Nazareth, Pa. Founded 1743. 


College preparatory and business courses. Senior, 
Intermediate and Junior Departments. Gymnasium 
} and swimming pool _ outdoor sports. Min. age 


) yrs. Address the Rev. A. D. Thaeler, D. D., Prin. 


| BETHLEHEM JUNIOR SCHOOL 
For boys 7 years old and up, 2 hrs. from N. Y. 
All the advantages of a school for big boys. Large 
faculty, athletic flelds, private building, separate 
beds, nurse 
John H. Tuggey, Headmaster, Bethiehem, Pa. 





THE SWAVELY SCHOOL 
For boys. (Corporate name, The Army and Navy 
Preparatory School) Non- Military Prepare for 
college in the most interesting city in the world. 


Cottage plan, boys and — live together 
Gymnasium, athletic fleld For catalogue and 
views address E. SWAVELY 


Headmaster, 4105 
Connecticut Ave., Washington, D. C. 


PEDDIE 


Peddie is a school that trains boys 
to be MEN! Nine miles from Prince- 
ton. Modern dormitories—60 acre 
campus—all sports. Graduates enter 
all colleges by certificate or examina- 





tion 56th year. Every boy given a 
thorough physical examination. SEND 
FOR CATALOG 

Swetl ane * 





Roger W. d,LL.D., 
Boe "12-8 Hightstown, N. J. 














WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 


12 miles from _ Philadelphia. Prepares for college 
or business. 8. Army Officer detailed. Special 
| School for Juniors. Catalog. CHARLES M. LORENCE, 
| Commandant. Mayor CLAYTON A. SNYDER, Supt., 
Box 442, Wenonah, N. J. 





Kingsley School for Boys 


22 miles from New York City In Ld New Jersey 
hills. For illustrated catalog, addres 

J. R. CAMPBELL, MA. 

Box H, Essex Felis, N. J. 





BLAIR ACADEMY 

A Real Boy’s School near 
Delaware Water Gap. General education and col- 
dege preparation Superb building equipment, 
every modern facility. Fine athletic spirit. Separate 
Lower School. Catalog. Address John C. Sharpe 
D., Headmaster Box Z, Blairstown, N. J 





Roosevelt Military Academy 
Perpetuates the vigorous ideals and robust Ameri 
canism of Theodore Roosevelt Strong outdoor life; 
progressive curriculum Fits boys for oem Ae 
Unusual advisory board Catalog. Joh 6. 
Carrington, Headmaster, West Englewood, N. J. 


ST. PAUL’S 


A Boarding School for Boys. 40 minutes from 
New York. For catalogue address 
Water R. MarsH, Headmaster, 
160 Stewart Ave., Garden City, L. L, N. Y. 


McBurney School 


. Day college preparatory school for boys. 
Separate mr? department for younger boys. 
Catalogue on request 
THOMAS HEMENWAY, A.M., Head 
318 W. 57th St., 











dmaster 
New York. Phone Columbus 7920 


MR.CARPENTER’S PRIVATE CLASSES for BOYS 
Kno" THE CARPENTER SCHOOL 


| 310" West End Ave., near 74th St., N. Y. C. 
Primary to College. 22nd year. Circular. 





CARSON LONG INSTITUTE | HOLD 





SNYDER SCHOOL for Boys 


Winter term on a lovely FLORIDA island near 
Ft. Myers. Northern school as to boys and 
} standards. Endorsed by Theodore Roosevelt 
and Thomas A. Edison from personal knowledge. 


Thorough La mn for college. Separate 
group for young boy 
Beautifully illustrated catalog on request. 


CLARENCE ELMER SNYDER, A.M., Director 
Lake Junaluska, North Carolina 











Staunton Military Academy 


Boys from 13 to 20 years old prepared for the 
Universities, Government Academies or Business. 
Gyunetan, swimming pool and athletic park. 
New $375,000 barracks. Charges $600. For cata- 
logue address Col. Thos. H. Russell, B.S., Pres., 
Box B, Staunton (Kable Station), Va. 


TENNESSEE MILITARY INSTITUTE 

School with national patronage. Happiest and 
finest boys in the land. Prepares for college or 

business. Brick buildings. Flat 
rate $650 covers all expenses. 

T. M. 1t., Box 82, Sweetwater, Tenn. 
omg SCHOOL for BOYS 
Five buildin epares for Colleges and 
Technical ot with highest grade 
schools of New iestand. yet by reason of endow- 
ment the tuition is moderate. ay a. 
Skating. All winter sports. 42nd 
| Rev. Lorin Webster, L.H.D., Rector, Plymouth, N.H. 


FaRMINGTON, Main 
ABBOTT TT SCHOOL for Boys 
Rate $1200. Mid-Winter term opens January 5th 


Emphasizes health, happiness, achievement. 
Catalog on request. 


POWDER POINT SCHOOL 


Will understand your boy and help him to under- 
stand himself. 
ALPH K. BEARCE, A.M., 
54 King Caesar Road, Duxbury, 


WILLISTON—A School for Boys 


Preparatory for college or scientific school. Di- 
| rected work and play. Junior School for young 
boys. A _ distinct school in its own 
separate faculty Address Archibald 
braith, Principal, Box H, Easthampton, 


WORCESTER ACADEMY 





Full equipment. 











Headmaster 
Mass. 








Mass. 





250 Boys. 22 Teachers 
Strictly preparatory for college or engineering 
school. Junior School for young boys. For cata- 


Registrar 
D. Church, M.: 
Samuel F. Holmes, M. A., Prin., 


log, address The 


Neesestter, Mass. 


| $$$ —_ 
ROXB ,URY 

A School for the Individual. Classes limited to 

five boys. Hard work required. Expert instruc- 


tion mentally and physically. Boys enter when- 

ever vacancies occur. For catalog address 
Headmaster, Roxbury School, Inc. 

Cheshire, Coun. 

On Long Island Sound. 51 minutes from N. Y. 

Prepares for all colleges and technical schools. 

Junior Department for boys 7 to 14. One teacher 

to every 12 boys. Attractive buildings. Beautiful 

l6-acre campus. All sports. 

W. W. Massee, Ph.D., Box B, Stamford, Conn. 








Western Schools 


THE ANNA HEAD SCHOOL 
FOR GIRLS 


Berkeley, California 
Mary E. Witson, M.L., Principal 
Catalogue on request. 
34th year opened September 7th. 


THE BISHOP’S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS, La Jolla, California 
Upon the Scripps Foundation. Upper and Lower 
School. Educational and social training equal to 
that of Eastern Schools. Healthiest climate in the 
world. Sixteen miles from San Diego and Coronado. 


Rt. Rev. Joseph H. Johnson, President. 
Caroline 8. Cummins, M.A., Headmistress. 


COLORADO SPRINGS 


Open air School in delightfully dry climate for 
children from 3 to 14. 
rite for circular. 
MISS M. B. SPEAR, Principal 
19 East San Miguel Street, Colorado Springs, Colo. 


LINDENWOOD COLLEGE 


For Women. Founded 1827. 114 acres of ground. 
Three miliion dollars in equipment and endow- 
ment. Two and four year college courses with 
degrees. Music, Art, Home Economics, Journal- 
ism, Secretarial and other vocational courses. 
Supervised athletics. 50 minutes from St. Louis. 
Catalog. ddress J. L. Roemer, D.D., President, 
Box “C’’, St. Charles, Mo. 























Professional Schools 


= ee ee 
Short - Story Writing 


A Course nf Forty Lessons 
taught by Dr. J. Berg Esenwein 
Editor of The Writer's Monthly. 
One pupil has received over 
$5,000 for stories and articles 











Hundreds are selling right along 

to the leading magazines and 

the best produc'ng companies. 

Also courses in Play Writing, 
lay Writing, Versi 

tion, Journalism, etc. 

50-Page illustrated catalogue free. Please Address 


The Home Correspondence School 


Dept. 19, 19 Soninchiclé, 0 Mass. 





DR. ESENWEIN 






| 


For catalog address | 





Tutt 


Miss Conklin’s 
Secretarial School 


wenty-second year 








A SCHOOL which equips 
women for life. Its stand- 
ard is upheld by hundreds of 
former students holding respon- 
sible and executive positions. 
New Location 
105 West 40th Street 
Studios of the Tilden Building 
New York City 
Tel. Bryant 5517. Open all summer. 


WUT 





soi) CROLL YEN VL 





Katharine Gibbs School of 
Secretarial and Executive 
Training for Educated Women 


Resident and Day School, 247 Berkeley St., Boston. 
Day School, 101 Park Ave., New York City 


RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE 


Founded by Mrs. Russell Sage in connection with 
Emma Willard School. A School of Practical Arts. 











Secretarial Work and Household Economics. B. A. 
and B.S. Address Secretary. 
eLL SAGE COLLEGE, Troy, N. Y. 








SKIDMORE SCHOOL OF ARTS 

A woman’s college offering programs in General 
Studies, Fine and Applied Art, Home Economics, 
Music, Physica] Educ —, = Secretarial Science, 
all leading to the B.S ree. porouorien for 
300 students, CHARLES HENRY KEYES, Ph.D., 
Pres., Box G., Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 


THE HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS KINDERGARTEN -PRIMARY 
TRAINING SCHOOL AFFILIATED WITH NEW YORK UNIVERSITY 


Residence for students. Graduates placed in ex- 
cellent positions. Students admitted February 1st. 
Address Miss Harriette Melissa Mills, Prin., Nine B, 
N. Y. Univ. Bidg., Washington Square, N. Y. City. 


ANNOUNCEMENT?" Hospital Train- 
ing School for Nurses 
Registered ; offers a 2% years’ course; 8 hour day, 
affiliation with Mt. Sinai Hospital, New York City. 
Scholarship for Teachers College. Beautifully 
equipped, new plant. Address ee of 
Training School, Port Chester, 











THE ELIZABETH GENERAL HOSPITAL 
offers a complete course in nursing to desirable 
candidates. An allowance of $36.00 is given at 
completion of first three months, $15.00 a month 
remainder first — second year; $20 per month 
third year. Registered School. Address 
SUPERINTENDENT OF NURSES 
Elizabeth, New Jersey 





A paereseees FOR YOUR DAUGHTER 
HOUT EXPENS 
Entrance 1 year high school or 
equivalent, preferably 4 years. Applicant must be 
at least nineteen years of age. J 
books, full maintenance and monthly allowance 
during training. School accredited. Apply 
Hahnemann Hospital School for Nurses, 
2814 Ellis Ave., Chicago 








Camps 


ASH-NO-CA 


“A BOYS’ CLUB” 
In the Mountains 
of North Carolina 


Not a school, not a camp, but a place planned, 
equipped, and conducted for the pleasure and 
Physical and moral welfare of boys under 
seventeen during the summer. Delightful cli- 
mate. No mosquitoes. Sports include hiking, 











—— climbing, camping, canoeing, swim- 
ming, boating, tennis, yall, track, golf. 
EVERYTHING A BOY 3. Fine build- 
ings furnish healthful sleeping accommoda- 
tions and Other buildings ample place for 
recreation in wet weather. Boys have best 


possible care. Large farm furnishes abundance 
of wholesome food. 714 acre tract 


Address George Jackson, Asheville School, 
Asheville, N. C. 











CULVER SUMMER SCHOOLS | 
Offer a never-to-be-forgotten vacation at a boy’s 
paradise, 400-acre campus; lake. Naval, Cavalry, 
Woodcraft, Aviation and Artillery Schools. Write 
for whichever catalog interests you most. Address 
SECRETARY’S AIDE. 
INDIANA, Culver. 


(On Lake Mazinkuckee) 


ALOHA CAMPS Fairlee, Vermont. 
For Girls. 17th 
season. 3 camps—ages 7 to 30. Fun, 
Frolic, Friendships. Vigilance for 
health and safety. Send references 
with application for booklet. 
Mrs. E. L. Gulick, 
226 Addington Road, Brookline, Mass. 











Sargent Camps, Peterboro, N. H. 
The Athletic Camps for Girls. 
Expert direction in all athletic and outdoor sports 
combined with camp life. Homecraft for little 
girls in Junior Camp. Address Secretary. 
8 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. 





yea.A- WOOKET CAMPS. 
Camps for Girls, under 20. 
Famous for fine saddle horses, 
thorough instruction in horsemanship. 
*“‘Wonderland”’ in the heart of the Green 


— and Junior 


Moun- 





tains. Write for booklet. 


Mr. and Mrs. C. A. Roys, 
10 Bowdoin St., 


Cambridge, Mass. 
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The Schools in Harper's Bazar 


Learn 


COSTUME and MILLINERY 
Design De Luxe 


(The Paris Way) \ 


with 
P. CLEMENT BROWN 


Three Famous Studios 
New York — Paris San Francisco 
Which P 


Thru the teachings of these famous studios 
the world has been enriched by Designers who 
capitalized their ability and talents into most 
profitable assets. 

No Previous Training necessary. We offer 
a dignified course (from 3 to 4 months) where 
your talents are developed in the “Art of 
Dress” from sketching, pattern making (Pro- 
fessional Blocks) to reproducing original 
creations in the Season’s smartest ma- 
terials in the “Made-in-Paris” way. 
Students accepted daily. Write to our 
Main Studio in New York for informa- 
tion and our free catalog No. H.B.12. 
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P. CLEMENT BROWN 


One of America’s foremost 
Advisory Designers 


has compiled, in book form, a complete mail 
course covering every phase of Fashion De- 
signing which is now on sale for $10, 

Each individual problem developing ‘The 
Fashions of the Day” is so thoroughly ex- 
plained and so fully illustrated that anyone 
can learn to design, cut and produce original 
models of distinction. 


CONTENTS OF LESSON BOOK 


How to create and design. The key of the 
“Art of Dress” with its related arts of sketch- 
ing (French Architectural Methods), Pattern 
making. Draping; Modeling; Fabrics and 
their usage; psychology of line, color and or- 
namentation. Everything that is worn will be 
illustrated and described. 

Only a limited edition is being printed. Re- 
serve yours NOW by sending a $5 deposit 
at once. The introductory price of the book 
is $10. The balance can be paid 
upon delivery. 





BROWN’S SALON STUDIOS 


em aitt-m>) matrae 


mola memacliler> 
























The Sort of Novels that Vigorous Folk 
Like to Read 


the FLAMING FOREST 


By James Oliver Curwood 
Author of ‘‘The River’s End.”’ ““The Valley of Silent Men” 


VER feel mentally fagged? Then 
adventure with Curwood into 
the wild North Woods—“‘the last 
outpost of romance”— where 
men and women still live 
tugged lives and die with 
the grandeur of pioneer 
days. SI : 





His latest and greatest novel is: 


The Flaming Forest 


Wherever Books 
are Sold— 









Those brain 
workers go farthest 
who can put other 
things aside for brief daily 
vacations with great present- 
day fiction such as this: 


on oS PALOMAR 


By Peter B. Kyne 
Author of ‘“Kindred of the Dust’* 
MIGHTY drama of the New 
West, so “alive” that you'll 
feel tempted to cheer aloud for 
its characters when the surpris- 
ing climax catches you off your 
guard, 
Illustrations include two full-color pages. 


Wherever Books are Sold—$2.00 
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osmopolitan Book @xporation 
@ Publishers 
(Wo West 40 tb Street. New York 


630 5 bh. 
NEW YORK 





La WAN LOE ot _ Fairmont Hotel 


San Francisco Cal 












































Good Shoes are an Economy 





RIVERDALE 


A BLACK SATIN or patent leather 

. iregr 
pump that is well abreast of Fashion’s 
decrees for afternoon and evening 
wear. In design, quality of workman- 
ship and material, it is distinctively 
and exclusively Hanan. 


HANAN & SON 


New York Cleveland Milwaukee 

Boston Chicago San Francisco i 
Philadelphia Pittsburgh Paris 

Buffalo St. Louis London 
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HARPER’S 





If your husband were cruel, 
unfaithful—if he had deserted 


you for some other woman— 


would you write 


and beg him to return? 


You'd be compelled to do 
this if you were an English 
wife. No matter how brutal 
your husband, no matter 
how flagrantly unfaithful, 
the first step an English 
wife must take in apply- 
ing for a divorce is to beg 
her husband to return to 
her. And if he should re- 
turn she must accept him. 


There are other points as 
absurd, as tragic, as humil- 
lating to a woman’s pride 
in the English divorce law. 
Do you wonder that the 
broader - minded — English 
men and women are agitat- 
ing for more liberal divorce 
laws? 

\nd in his article, ‘“Di- 
vorce in England”, W. L. 


George, the noted feminist 
writer, has prepared a most 
eloquent and interesting ex- 
planation of this situation 
for his American public, 
showing the snarls, both 
unhappy and grimly humor- 
ous, into which the divorce 
law betrays the best of 
English men and women 
who happen to be unwisely 
mated. 

This will be the leading 
article in the January Har- 
per’s Bazar. 


Don’t miss it. In fact, 
why miss any issue of Har- 
par’s Bazar? 

By subscribing you make 
sure of receiving every issue 
promptly and you also save 
money : 


Save $2.00 


The subscription price of Harper’s 
Bazar has been reduced 
from $6.00 to $4.00 a year 


In what other way could you 
get so much for $4.00? 


Just consider what a full year 
of Harper’s Bazar brings you: 


Each month, the very latest 
creations of the best of the 
Paris houses—multiplied by the 
twelve issues which come to you 
on a year’s subscription, — 


Intimate society gossip from 
-aris and New “York, the 
Riviera, Palm Beach, Newport, 
Southampton—descriptions and 
sketches of costumes actually 
worn by women prominent in 
Society—twelve times a year. 

Fiction, by the cleverest 
writers of the day, photographs 
of Society women, stage cele- 


































brities, the interiors of homes 
of prominent people, the draw- 
ings of the greatest Fashion 
artists—more features than any 
other one magazine gives you 
—and all of these, twelve times 
a year, 





Each month, the most desir- 
able importations and creations 
of the Fifth Avenue houses— 
multiplied by twelve issues. 


Everything new that the Fifth 
Avenue shops are showing— 
multiplied by twelve times a 
year, 





Can’t we count upon you as a 
regular subscriber to the Bazar? 


‘ Use the coupon now— 
. while you are thinking 

HARPER'S BAZAR. = @out it 

119 West 40th Street — 

New York City 


Send me Harper’s Bazar 
for one year. I'll send you 





W. L. GEORGE 
Mr. George is the author of Caliban, Blind Alley, The Second Blooming, 


Ursula Trent and many other novels which deal thoughtfully with the 
problems of the ultra-modern woman. 


A> a reader of Harper’s Bazar you are already 
aware that the Bazar brings you the best fashion 
information—and brings it to you first—therefore we 
shall not elaborate upon its fashion value to you. But 
let us tell you something about the fiction that will be 
in the January issue: 


The House of the Peacock 
By G. K. Chesterton 


The young man was walking down a sunny street. He was 
a stranger but an elderly gentleman, running down the street, 
implored him to come to dinner. The young man went and he 
was never seen again in the land of the living. Do you like 
mystery stories? Then this Chesterton tale will hold you 
breathless. 





Their Beautiful Woman 
By Marie Beynon Ray 


She was indeed beautiful and, in New Orleans, she was 
acclaimed as the “enchanting Julie’. Then the New Englander 
came along. He was forty-six, she nineteen. Yet she married 
him—and she loved him. But he wasn’t satisfied with her love. 
He wanted “something beyond”. What was it? Read the story. 


The Muse and the Midget 
By Charles Collins 


This is the story of Isabella Parkinson—“a little over-ripe 
but still luscious” and of that insignificant mortal, Calvin 
Parkinson, her husband. It is essentially a story of a worm 
that turned, and it is a story told deliciously with sharp shafts 
of satire and ridicule. You'll revel in it. 


And— 


Cosmo Hamilton’s novel, “The Rustle of Silk”, continues its 
fascinating way while Compton Mackenzie's heroine, of “Rich 
Relatives” begins to see a light on her horizon after storm- 
tossed travels from one patronizing relative to another. 


check for $4.00 as soon as}. 
tle diac % LTIPLY this amount of fiction by twelve to appreciate what a year of Harper’s 
mi Bazar will bring you in fiction alone. Isn’t this worth $4.00—less than the 
Name i" price of two theatre tickets or of a luncheon at a fashionable hotel, or of a bit of 
EL ERMELETESS CHAD EA HERE RESS CETTE ~*~ elaborate neckwear. Why not send the Bazar for a year to a friend as a Christmas 
* present. Or, better still, make the Bazar that Christmas present which every year 
Street *, you insist upon giving yourself. May we not hear from you? 
NEN fries eae ca aman her uiusdaaneaaen aaoenss 
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POWDER de Luxe : 


This Delightful Odor 
may be hadin | 
EXTRACT SACHET 
TOILET WATER e ® 


VEGETAL SOAP 


and also in 4 fr 
the Charming. New Paris, Prarnce 


PIVER Toilet Accessories 
TALC 
CREAM 
BATH SALTS and 
SOLID FACE POWDER 
Illustrated below 





Other Exquisite Perfumes 
Created by the 
House of L.T. PIVSR 
FLORAMYE LE TREFLE 
POMPEIA SAFRANOR 
MUGUET VIOLETTE 
ASTRIS 


CHAS.BAEZ,Sole Agent for U.S. 
118 East lG6th.Street. NewYork City 
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Oorang Airedales are loyal pals for 















man, woman and child; faithful 
watchdogs for automobile. camp, 
home and estate; ideal dogs for 
farm and ranch; careful drivers of 
cattle and sheep; excellent ratters, 
water-dogs, retrievers and hunters 
Choice Stock for sale Also Fox 
Hounds Coon-Hounds, and Big 
Game-Hounds. Delivery and _satis- 





faction guaranteed Descriptive 
booklet mailed for ten cents 


OORANG KENNELS 


The Largest Breeders of Airedale Terriers in the World 
Dept. P, LA RUE, OHIO 










































BELGIAN POLICE 
DOGS 


Groenendaeles 


OST beauti- 

ful and in- 

telligent of 
all breeds. Grand 
lot of puppies ready 
to ship, all ages. 





H. Persson Groenendaeles 
Kennels, 100 Willow Avenue, 
Rosebank, Staten Island 





POLICE DOG PUPPIES 


from the world’s finest bloodlines, the 
man dog of human intelligence, combining 
the good qualities of all breeds 

GLEN GARDEN KENNELS (reg.) 
Brown Harwood, Owner, 110 W. 4th St., 
Fort Worth, Texas Reference: Bradstreets, 
Duns. 


one 











Pomeranians and 
Esquimo Dog Puppies 
Ready 


shipment. For 
particulars ad- 


Ideal Christmas Gifts. 
for immediate 
prices and 
dress 

PASSAIC PARK KENNELS 


Passaic, New JePsey 
Phone Passaic 3309 











AIREDALES, POINTERS. 
SETTERS and SMOOTH 
FOX TERRIERS. In 






fact all breeds bred 
REGISTELED from prize winning, reg- 
THOROUGH- istered stock. My dogs | 

are farm raised. ‘‘Sat- 


ALEO O0GS 


~ 


isfaction’’ our slogan 


Mrs. L. P. GRAY, R. R. 2, 
Grand Rapids, Michigan. | 





Let a Joyful “Woof” 


~~e=== be your Christmas greeting to someone 


I had one.’ 


Do it! 


~~ 


She wants a dog. You know it. 
her say a dozen times, 


Make her happy. 
a dog for Christmas. 
Christmas present. 
And I'll help you select a dog that will be a 
real companion for her or him. 

Give a dog for Christmas. 

Write me c/o Harper’s Bazar, 119 West 40th 
Street, New York City. 


You've heard 
“Oh, I love dogs. I wish 


Or make him happy. Give 
It’s the best sort of a 


mann Lahn 














COMPANION to be proud 
of, combining beauty, strength 
and faithfulness. 


A Christmas present that will 
never be forgotten. CAPTIVATOR 
CAYENNE, A. K. C. 275764, one 
of the finest specimens of the 
breed has sired some wonderful 
puppies, now ready for delivery 
at reasonable prices. 


Mr. & Mrs. Wm. H. Schwinger 
2550 Main St. Buffalo, N. Y. 
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REXDEN-BELCARZA 


KENNELS 


17 East 42nd Street 


Tel. Murray Hill 4013 


N. Y. 


CONSISTENT winning in the show ring is a reliable index of quality. 


During the last nine months we have 
under eighteen different judges, exhibiting twenty- -three 
one, 
has ever failed to be placed. 


five shows, 
different animals, 
championship, 


of which only 


shown at more than twenty- 


and he has since completed his 


In this period we have won eleven Winners, nineteen Reserve 


Winners, thirty-eight Specials, 


forty-nine Firsts, 


twenty-nine Sec- 


onds, twenty Thirds and nine Fourths, fe ony) a total of one hun- 


dred and seventy-five prizes. 
dogs and pups of 


greatly increase this remarkable 


The record of the get of our imported stud 
our own breeding shown by their new owners would 
total. 


IT WILL BE Be MEMBERED THAT THIS WINNING HAS BEEN 


DONE IN A BR 
POINT OF ENTRY 


HAS BEEN SPARED TO OBTAIN QU 
THAT HAS MARKED 
DECADE. 


COMPETITION, THEREFORE, 
SHOW RINGS IN THE LAST 


EED OF DOGS WHICH 
AND IN WHICH NO EFFORT OR EXPENSE 


TOPS THE SHOWS IN 


ALITY—IN THE HOTTEST 


THE DOG 


We offer line bred pups, of splendid temperament and vigor, bred from 


our own show winners. 


We also offer at stud seven imported dogs of the 
idual quality at a uniform 


and of outstanding indiz 


BREED TO BLOOD 


very choicest breeding 
50 


fee of $5 
BUY THE BEST 











SUNN YBRAE 
COLLIE KENNELS 


Offer for sale puppies and 
matured stock of the world’s 
best breeding. Our Kennels 


are full of the Parbold, 
Seedley and Southport 
Strains. For 35c will send 


my booklet on training the 

Ce oe 

F. YMOND CLARK, 
Bid nang Illinois 


BELGIAN SCHIPPERKES 
Best Watchdog in the World 
The most adorable intelligent com- 


panionable smart looking small 
dog living. Wonderful with chil- 
dren. Fine Pet and guard for 
automobiles, ete Puppies from 
registered stock. Price $40 and 
up. Verhelle Stock Farm, R.F.D 
No. 2, Somerville, New Jersey. 











:| = ae 
-| WHITWORTH PEKINGESE 





Mi Lo San Kee 
~ PUPPIES and SLEEVE 
DOGS for CHRISTMAS 


MRS. H. L. MAPES, 4 Oak Ridge Avenue 
Summit, N. J. Phone 1204 Summit 














l= = 
| NORTH 
SIDE 


KENNELS 





(REG.) 
M — oo 
IVIY rec- # 
erd proves ™™ 


that I have the best Boston Ter- 
riers in the West. Splendid pup- | 
pies for sale at all times. Six beau- | 
tiful dogs including two cham- | 
pions offered at stud. Address | 


Thorpe’s North Side Kennels (Reg.) 
| 3417 N. oh St., St. Louis, Missouri } 


— 














FRENCH BULL DOGS 


r 
| 
| 
| 





High Class pedigreed dogs, 
intelligent, trappy, attractive. 
' ALF-DURNE ae 
KENNELS 4 
P.O. Box 500 
Huntington S$ta- 
L. 1. N.Y. 3 





We have puppies now. Males € 
$50.00 up. Females $35.00 up. 


ENGLISH BULLDOGS “_ 





‘| DOGS! BIRDS! GOLDFISH! 
| V E always have a wonderful collection 
| of the above for sale. Moderate prices 


and satisfaction guaranteed is our motto. 
at once. DDY’S PET SHOP. 


61 W. 27th St., Cor. 6th Ave. 
New York, N. Y. Phone Watkius 8563 


Write 











DOGS! CATS! BIRDS! 


THE largest pet shop in the 


West. All breeds of good 
standard stock, birds and 
cats, as well as dogs for sale 


State your re- 
quirements. Akron Pet Shop 
and Bird Store, 33 North 
Howard St., Akron, Ohio. 


at all times 











BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 
And How to Feed 


Mailed Free to any address 
by the Author 


H. CLAY CLOVER CO., Ine. 
118 West 31st St., New York 





























Also 
matrons. 





Tel. 








show 


“MERIDALE PEKINGESE” 


Make delightful Christmas presents. 
puppies from prizewinning s 
specimens, 
Prices are reasonable. 

MERIDALE KENNELS 
Mrs. F. C. McAllister 
Great Neck 38! 





Beautiful 
stock now available. 
stud dogs and brood- 


Box 8! 
Great Neck, L. I. 











PEKINGESE 


LARGEST KENNEL IN AMERICA 
Chiefly “Sleeve Dogs” and puppies 
SOME AS LOW AS $25 

Send for phage and description 


S. H. A. BAXTE 


All ages and colors 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Safely shipped anywhere. 


MR 
489 FIFTH AVENUE, New York 
Tel. Vanderbilt 1236 





Champion Bred 











CREAT NECK, L. Lt 


Tel. Great Neck 418 Secanen puppy 
























on ay 























Every 


Kennel 




















Cleanliness and Health 


PPA Lena? 








ANIMAL SOFT SOAP 
makes your dog love to be 
washed. It’s sodifferent 
from ordinary soaps. 
Makes soft and oitt hair 
elps 







Bbc and 05 a battles $1 
3.00 the 


? toda You'll 
whied with “this 


“Write Dept. G. 











THE SANITAS COMPANY, INC. 


33 KEAP ST., BROOKLYN,NY. 


FRAGRANT BUBBLES OF SOAP | 


from the Pine Forests | 


Harper’s 





Recommended 


19 








and 
SCOTTISH 
TERRIER 
PUPPIES 


JOVEL .Y puppies in both these popular 
“breeds for sale. They are bred from 
the best registered stock and raised on a 
26-acre farm. Very intelligent. Won- 
derful Pals. For prices and particulars 
address: 












A. K. C. Regis- 
tered Russian 
W olfhounds, 
puppies and 
grown stock for 
sale. All ranch 
raised anc 
healthy. Best 
of breeding. 
Most of my 
puppies are sired by 

Relova”, by Ch. Nazitka 
Ch. Khotni, ete. 


“Orloff of 
Na _ Orloff, by 
Satisfaction guaran- 








‘KILLS FLEAS) 


Sergeant’s Skip Flea Soap positively kills 
fleas, lice, ete. Won't irritate skin or eyes 
nor mat hair but leaves it clean, soft and 
fluffy. 25c cake lasts long time. At dealers 
or from us. 






A. Medicine 
F R E E Beg Altmant 






DOG BOOK 
Polk Miller’s famous 


ECG 
DOG MEDICINES 





aes. also pedi- 
gree blank, uilment 
chart and Sen. Vest’s 

celebrated * ‘Tribute 






a Dog.”’ Write ad 
today for free coon. Dept. 312 ¢ 
POLK MILLERORUG CO. Governor St. 


(Richmond, Va. 








SHIRLEY’S 


ENGLISH DOG MEDICINES 
AND LACTOL 


Best Dog Remedies in the World 


For Sale by 
ABERCROMBIE & FITCH CO. 
Madison Ave. & 45th St. New York 


Booklet Mailed Free on Request 











SNOW WHITE ESQUIMO PUPPIES 

Pa) (he smartest, handsomest and 
jcutest dogs on earth. Just 

the thing for children, play- 
ful, harmless as a kitten and 
very affectionate. Always full 
‘ puppies are 
Kansas farm. 
picture of 
in stamps 
for illustrated catalog. Terms 
liberal. ill ship on approval 
to responsible parties. Guar- 
antee* safe delivery anywhere. 
KENNELS - Baldwin, Kansas 



















S =o — 
THE BROCKWAY 








EARNSC LEE FARMS 


HP.J. EARNSHAW, OWNER JW BU JRRELL. MGR 
~Y 


SIRES. MATRONS, PUPPIES. 
Wehave won over 100 first prizes 


this us21) season at the largest shows 


VISITORS WELCOME 








| and Broadway, on 


© 
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CHOW CHOWS 























~d. BAINBRIDGE KENN 
MRS. D. H. ARMSTRONG ot ee i sel = 
Loudonville, Ab . - York || j . & AN Queens Boulevard and Jefferson St., 
, any Co., New for Dighton Kansas Jamaica, L. 1, N. Y. 
aaaee uecnaenteaan Offer their Famous Champion Red and other 
prize winning Chows at the Stud. 
a ies ae on ~ Champions For Sale. 
nspection of kennels invited. (15 minutes by 
WILDROID KENNELS PEKINGESE Motor from New York—Queonsborough Bridge). 
Sheet Uegetene of a Address all communications 
tal style of Pekes, || Exclusively. From prize | Manager: PERCY C. STODDART 
*] Splendid puppies and fe. FOREscereg = em. | *Phone, 2761 Jamaica 
i, 4 Best of breeding. Nothing | M4 
or m3 =| under $50.00. Satisfaction | Bainbridge’s FAMOUS Chows— 
Address: MRS. ANNIE | | Suaranteed. — Correspondence ; The Home of Champions 
A. CAMPBELL a Pleasure. Address: Kinryo R. S. WALSH, Proprietor 
32 Mason Avenue Kennels, akwood 
Binghamton, New York Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
= — if ic — | hail it be a ea A 
PEKINGESE PEKINGESE | Ss White _Collie ? 
PUPPIES EXCLUSIVELY Hye excited 
Bred from HE best quality. youngsters 
the very Hey | All puppies inocu- x 
see ‘sane | | lated against distemper. oO", ne 
pies $35 up. Sunnidale Kennels | ee 
ah Pekin- Registered. | Me 
fae’ nerd | | yg oe 
Attnusckaee’ | | Miss M.LEIPSIGER O? his won. 
Phone 199 W. | | Burlington lowa derful day 
Englewood venidinn intense = . aunt | | . 
om 20 min. motor } N thins more 
ridefro . . on 
At Stud—Pao Chin of Melrah ‘ ipveitineanahs 
he most appeal- 





‘SHEPHERD | PUPPIES| 


(Police Dogs) 


| by our Champion Stock for sale 
P, A. B. Widener, Owner 
Address all communications to 
LEWIS S. WORDEN, Mor. Joselle Kennels 
| Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 


.—____ — 


BOSTON TERRIERS 

bred by me won highest 
honors at the _ world’s 
greatest show, New York, 
1921. I have quality pup- 
pies of the best breeding 
for sale at all times. Rea- 
sonable prices. Dogs also 
boarded. For further par- 
ticulars address Mrs. M. 
C. McGLONE, 23l1st St. 
Kingsbridge Ave., New 
York. Telephone. Kingsbridge 3620. 


HOME OF CHAMPION TOODLES 


French Bull Dog 
highest quality. Dogs from 
my kennels have won high- 
est honors at best shows. 
Puppies always for sale. 
Also handsomely marked 
Boston Terriers at proper 
price. Write Mr. ° 
Gunderson, 81 Columbus 
Street, Malden, Mass. 


SICK DOGS 




















| A BOOK on the treatment and the 





s of the | 


Care of Dogs (Especially Pets ) mailed | 





For Sale—High Class 

Winning Wire-haired 
and Smooth Fox 
Terriers, Irish Terriers, 
Airedale Terriers, West 
Highland Terriers, Bull 
Terriers and mostly all 
breeds for sale. 


Apply 
ALF DELMONT 
leeds Kennels Wynnewood, Pa. 








WIRE HAIRED FOX TERRIEhS 
and AIREDALE TERRIERS 


wrt could be more appropriate as a 
Christmas gift than a lovable pup in 
The only true 
Splendid pups for 
quality considered. 


ABERFOYLE KENNELS 
Waterville Road, Chester, Penna. 


either of these popular breeds? 
friend that money can buy. 
Sale at reasonable prices, 
Address: 











Rusted Deane Spaniels and Pomeranians for Sale 

“ Imported and prize- 
winning stock, also 
Puppies of all ages 
from above dogs from 
$35.00 to $300.00. At 
stud Japanese Span- 
iels Mikado, Kobi 
and Ping-Pong; Pom- 
eranians Peter Pan, 
fee $15.00. 

Mrs. A. M. Chadurjian 
26 Clarkson Ave. 
Flatbush, B’klyn, N.Y. 
Tel., 6691 Flatbush 

















| free. Address: Humphreys’ Veterinary | 
R 


dies, 156 William St., New York 


E AIREDALE TERRIERS 
Champion Soudan Swiveller 
fee $25.00. The 
Champion Abbey 
King Nobbler, Champion 
Gold Heels, Champion 
Kirks Patricia. Puppies and 
grown stock for saie. 

I SHIP ON APPROVAL 
BRAYVENT KENNELS 

232% Clark St., 


Westfield. N 
Phone 424M W Nahia 


LA REX DOG KENNELS 


Reg. 
H4s for sale the smallest 
toy dogs in the country. 
Chihuahuas, White _ Toy 
Poodles, Maltese and York- 
shire Terriers. Puppies and 
Grown Dogs all out of 

Champion Stock. 


MRS. HARRY S. PEASTER, Prop. 
| 2253 S. Croskey St., Philadelphia, Penna. 





ii 
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| 


| matron in our 


SHEPHERD DOGS 
(Police Dogs) 


OME splendid puppies ready for im- 

mediate shipment. Typical speci- 
mens $50.00 up. Twelve generations of 
pedigree. Blue ribbon stock. DURHAM 
KENNELS, Box 378, Metuchen, N. J. 











BOSTON TERRIERS 
have proven one of the 
most popular breeds of 
all times. I have for 
sale handsomely marked 
puppies; house broken 
grown dcgs. Many big 
winners have been sold 
y me. State your re- 
quirement. I will fill 





your order. Reason- 
able prices. 
M. MOBLEY 
Washington —. 
Haverhill. Mass. 





Boston Terriers 


A few choice specimens, both 





sexes, for sale, by the celebrated 
FASCINATION 


. C. 107292 

Finest head and expression of 
any dog in the country. Prices 
$30.00 up. 
Send stamp for 

circular. 

MASSASOIT KENNELS 

Box 195 Springfield, Mass. 


illustrated 

















RANK DOLE knows all the kennels 

that advertise in these columns—knows 
that if you buy a dog from any of them 
that you may be sure of satisfaction, And 
that’s important when it comes to buying 
a dog Don’t buy a dog ‘‘anywhere.’’ 
Buy from reputable kennels that will 6ell 
you a good, healthy dog. 











AIREDALES 


“Apples is apples’’ but 
not all Airedales_ are 
true to. type. 
kennels are 
the true to 
dale as is evinced by 

the fact that every dog or brood 
kennels has been 
awarded honors at most of the re- 
cent bench shows in the east. A 








few puppies usually for sale. 
YSTERY KENNELS 
Waite St. 


Hamden, Conn. 





The Largest Bull Dog 
Kennels in the World. 


This photo shows a well 
merited result of a most 
excellent blending of the 
blood of our most typi- 
eal winners. 

We have some puppies 
now. Males $50.00 up 
Females $35.00 up. 


FERN LEA KENNELS 
S. ¥. 











ox 
Bayville, L. 1, 




















Starbat 













BE_LHAVEN COLLIE, KENNELS 
RED BANK, NEW JERSEY 


Wor highest honors in Collie Competition 
leading shows during 1921. 

Strongheart, 
Luminous and Ch. 
sale after January Ist. 


Mrs, F. B. Ilch 


Owner: 


at the 
This is the home of 
Champion Laund 
Puppies for 


International | 
Alstead Attractive. 

















ing of all gifts RII POS AMT 
SHOMONT, the home of the WORLD’S 
GREATEST WHITE COLLIES, will be 
pleased to help you make a selection. | 
Box 457 Monticello, lowa 
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WIRE HAIRE 
TERRIER PUPPIES 
Not little like a tiny 


pup, 
But big just like a dog 
grown up. 
I’m wishing you a dog- 
gone Merry Christmas. 
H AIRED FOX 
TERRIERS FROM 
es FARM 





oe hitadelpnia. Penna. 





BRENTWOOD AIREDALES 
for quality breeding 
AT STUD 
“Brentwood Barnstormer” 
Rebound Chorister, Brentwood Billy Boy 
Pups by these o- occasionally for 
sale. 


—Brentwood Kennels—Kings High- 


L. triber 
latbush Ave., Brooklyn, New York. 


way and 











Boston Terriers, Japanese 
Spaniels, Pekes, ems, 
Fox Terriers, Collies, 
hiredales, 

In fact all breeds 
at reasonable prices. 
Correspondence a 


Langhorne, 
County, Penna 

(No connection with 

any other Brown.) 


The Blue Grass Kennels, 
of Berry, Ky 


offer for sale Setters and Pointers, 
Fox and Cat Hounds, Wolf and 
Deer Hounds, Coon and Opossum Hounds, Varmint 
and Rabbit Hounds, Bear and Lion Hounds, also 
Airedale Terriers. All dogs shipped on trial, pur- 
chaser alone to judge the quality. Satisfaction 
guaralteed or money refunded 100-page, highly 
illustrated, instructive, and interesting catalogue 
for ten cents in coin. 












THE HOME OF CHAMPIONS 


PERCY ROBERTS Reverly 


Kennels 
Noroton Heights, Noroton, Conn. 
Specialist in conditioning and handling ex- 
hibition terriers. High class show specimens 
of every breed for sale Buy from an expert. 
Satisfaction guaranteed 
Telephone Stamford 3395 
Western Union Office, Stamford 
Railroad Station, Noroton 











SAMOYED 
PUPPIES 


Sired by the Imported 
Champion ‘‘Tobolsk.”’ 
Also a few grown dogs. 
Prices $75 up. 


YURAK KENNELS, Reg. 


Milford Turnpike, sal Haven, Conn. 
D. 5 


Mrs. Frank Romer, Owner 




















































































HARPER’S BAZAR 














Nosl! Noel! 
Gifts 


of Peace and Goodwill 





Che Gift Courteous 
The Gift Friendlp 
The Gift Affectionate 


bs? 


Gifts for all purposes and all purses 


GB. Altman & Co. 


Fifth Abenue~Madison Avenue 
Chirty-fourth and Thirty-fifth DStreets 


New Pork 
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dream, in anticipa- 
tion of Cupid’s dart. 
Returning from 
the ball, happy, 


beautiful and quite 


LOVE’S 
CAPTIVE 


Erté’s description untouched by love, she 


of this month’s cover, 
translated from the French. 


does not muse as her an- 
cestors of past years did. 
She has always looked at 
this temple with an indifferent 
eye, considering it only a fam- 
ily relic. Now, she is coming to 
it for protection from the storm, 
and hurries to the feet of Cupid, 
knowing that she is sheltered from the 

snow by this old roof. 

All night, the wind whistles, and soon, long 
icicles begin to hang from the temple’s roof. 
With sunrise, the storm stops, and wearied by the 

loss of sleep, she decides to leave, but finds herself im- 
prisoned by the icicles which form a cage about her, bind- 
ing her to Cupid. Thus, during the centuries, the weapons 
of Cupid have changed; her grandmother waited for the flow- 


I? we EMBER is the month 

of gaiety, frivolity and 
every form of merrymaking. It 
is true that the weather is cold and 
it often snows, but mirth warms the 
heart and makes us forget the chill of 
Nature. 

So, overlooking the cold, the snow and the 
icy air of night which cruel Nature inflicts 
on shivering mortals, a young girl has left the 
Christmas ball. In her blue cloak, embroidered with 
flowers of orange, beautiful both because of her faultless 
toilette and her youth, she enjoys the bracing air, and walks 
in the darkness of night through the park, toward her home, 


thinking of the fireplace in her room, until suddenly, she realizes ered dart to pierce her heart while she, without wishing it, sees herself 
that a blizzard is threatening. The only refuge on the road is an old held a captive of Love within a wall of icicles, in the course of a win- 
temple of Love where her grandmother and great-grandmother used to try night. Here is a Christmas tale which I dedicate to the modern girl. 
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Cover: “Love's Captive” - a Erté a "Page DISTINCTIVE FEATURES 


Photographic Portrait of Countess Eleanor Gizycka—by Baron de Meyer............ 22 


























“Polonaise”—by the Countess Gizycka IN THIS NUMBER 
Maustvated by Katharine Sturges Dodee...oicsccccsscccvvevesaveessccsday 24, 25 
ee RR Ar Pte ie ae ny an Ree Meenerrge” ee A short story 
3 Sm: I CII a iaio i oi os his See seh Ona s aoe reeedendeeeen on eeeesee see ee “POLONAISE” Ag He 
BU IN We ROM erie sseccwke ss narckreeceeiseeaeswedpauadeneeomasees 32 | PS — 
; Mrs. » Leeds... 2-22... see eeeeeeeceee seers eesereeeseeseeseeeensereeees 2 | | written by a 
; Dt NUNN PIII 5) oc, cs vin cs auch niece ainein ace Rieaaratal siRe aiela den alee eae ea 33, 34, 35, 36, 37 . 4 Countess who 
4 “The Parisienne Turns Diana of the Hunt”—by Drian..................eeceereeees 38 knows her ground, who has lived with her charac- 
‘ Winter Sports Clothes for the Participant and Onlooker.................0+2000053 30, 40, 41 ine, We can write. Turn to pages 23, 24 and 25. 
“The Rustle of Silk’: Cosmo Hamilton’s New Novel o. a i de 
7 1G an a seeps oe Bae Co aka Dae as Ke wea waa me Rite mates 2, 43 y . a Leyer as just 
Illustrated by George Wright.. 4 “ BARON DE MEYER mo fo Pin 
Interesting Tnteriors Of AMUPICAT) FROME 6.6.6.5 0.65 oeie cess ce wee cies enerieedenesie gas 44, 45 “fa cede 
Paris with a most 
“The Darling Dilettante”: another short story by Gene Markey Issn eee J beautiful set of 
ree BG Te Te is hc 6a as ea nega Use age ndecend maha cua 46, 47 photographs of French creations, Gowns from 
Accessories and Head-dresses for the ee: afin ares etenGere a Kisatiied Sagas Peat ahecw acai we Dare a leeds 48, 49 Lanvin (pages 26 and 27), and hats from Marie 
The Newest Develanment in Evening Dyess... <<... 05... 0 0cciee ccc cccusccccewssinn sd 50, 51 Louise (pages 30 and 31). 
Evening Gowns and Wraps from Peggy Hoyt Sa is 0 a ral ecg ake as are aera ata a 52, 53 ait ~ | The growing in- 
‘rocks sd DUN Sti oss ac aes bn tide engucn eaereeraodaa 54, 55 " , | terest in field, hill 
Frocks for Tea and Home Dinners brevet Sh esac ees se eee cree ees ; “£5 ee 54, ss | SPORTS APPAREL a ee 
Dresses and Wraps for Afternoon Wear—by E. M. A. Steinmetz..................... 56, 57 | h a posal. 
“Van Zanten’s Happy Days”: concluding episode of a South Sea Tale J pes w. practical 
Illustrated by C. LeRoy Baldridge........- +++ 001+ eeeeee cree eee e een e eee 58, 59 type of sports costume for both participant and 
Ertl Dhectems for Chee Teak Bi ae on. o.n.k oink sn ssc ee censeecnccvcgtecenscvesion 60, 61, 62, 63 onlooker. The article appearing on pages 39, 40 
“Rich Relatives”: a serial by Compton Mackenzie and 41 is a forerunner of a series of articles on 
Illustrated by Henry Raleigh... ......ccccccccccccevasecscscssseccesceces 04, 65 this subject to appear in subsequent issues of 
Children’s Fancy Dress Costumes from Herman Patrick Tappé............... er HARPER'S Bazar. 
Christmas Gifts for Boys and Girls... ...........0.-scceccccecesccscscecees 68, 09, 70, 71 a . | After all, 
PU oo ohare in mrerera DARE SRN oe NORA SR OER ERS nee Ree Dak ta aate ees’ sis 72 THE CHILDREN’S te asaya — 
The Collecting of Luster-ware—by Anna van Campen Stewart..............-+-++5-- 73 CHRISTMAS et vod ol er 
Eaat Wirmate Sietciies: Wan Pate... ooo eeicic scence a sce bemads Gee ese Vedeiaenmeyicns 74, 75 a! Harper's ine 
SOON nc ose vc ca ke cecc cna ence ened see sbae em Sewvekice ned aaa ea 76 has given four full pages to a selection of gifts 
a tn RIS “pana i it for the boys and girls. Further, Harper’s Bazar 
The Next Issue Will Be : will, if you wish it, purchase and deliver these 
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Harper's Bazar is published monthly by the International Magazine Company, William Randolph Hearst, president; C. H. Hathaway, vice-president; Ray Long, vice- 
president; Joseph A. Moore, treasurer; W. G. Langdon, secretary; 119 West 40th Street, New York City. Single Copies, 50 cents. Yearly subscription in U nited 
States and dependencies, $4.00. In Canada, $5.00. In foreign countries, $6.00. (All A ae ag are payable in advance and at the full price.) When you receive 
notice that your subscription has expired it is best to renew it at once, using the blank enclosed, In re oe ag | change of address give the address to which The Bazar is 
now being sent, as well asthe new cne. Entered at the New York Post ‘Office as second-class mail, Copyright, 1921, by International Magazine Company (Harper's Bazar). 
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COUNTESS GIZYCKA 


The granddaughter, the daughter and the sister of the founder, the successor and the present editor of a 
powerful midwestern metropolitan newspaper, Eleanor Patterson (who later became the Countess Gizycka) 
was born to a fascinating life of travel and foreign residence in the glittering capitals of pre-war days. 
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They were having sup- 
per together—a party 
of four at a soirée dur- 
ing the winter of 1910 
at the Skarbec Palace, 
one of the few great 
houses left to Warsaw 


HEY were having 

supper together—a 

party of four at a 

soirée during the win- 

ter of 1910 at the 

Skarbec Palace, one of 
the few great houses left to 
Warsaw. Count Casimir Ko- 
recki reached for a quart bot- 
tle of champagne, which he 
had sequestered by his side, 
and refilled his glass. Al- 
though he poured with deli- 
cate attention, his hand trembled and some of the 
Veuve Cliquot, for which the Skarbec cellar was 
justly famous, splashed over and wet the table- 
cloth. 

“The only life worth living is the life of the 
senses,” he announced to no one in particular, and 
absently fell to mopping up the little pool of wine 
with the tip of a lace-edged napkin. 

“What stupidities you speak,” his married sis- 
ter, Princess Wanda, retorted. “And before our 
young cousin Natalie here, just come to us from 
the Ukraine. Would you put naughty ideas into 
her head already ?” 

“She is so beautiful—I would.” He smiled a 
subtle one-sided smile. The outline of his mouth, 
in a face already slightly marked by dissipation, 
had kept its delicacy, as he raised his glass to the 
black-haired, white-skinned young woman beside 
him, and for a second held her eyes with his until 
she turned away, drooping her head. 


Now the fourth member of the party spoke, 
Prince Antoine Woroniewski, a graceful, 
blond youth of nineteen, and also a cousin—for 


From years of residence in European 
capitals during the exotic pre-war days, 
the Countess Gizycka (whose portrait her way to Vienna and Warsaw (by 
by Baron de Meyer appears on the op- 
posite page) has drawn the atmosphere 
for this remarkable story. Your editor tattered now, alas—to revive old friend- 
hopes to persuade the Countess to con- 
tinue her work of fictioneering. He is, sions of Europe for Harper’s Bazar. 














POLONAISE 


By ELEANOR GIZYCKA 


in Poland all the great families are related. 

“Ah, my pretty cousin Natalie,” he said. “What 
chance has a poor boy like me when Casimir is 
around? Let’s stop eating and drinking and go 
back to the ballroom. That is the Francaise waltz 
they are playing. It penetrates me. Come, I beg 
you, for at least I can dance.” 

He sprang to his feet with a swift, undulating 
movement. There was something feline in the 
smooth wave of fair hair, growing low in points 
on the forehead, and in the green and yellow 
flicker of the slanting eyes. Natalie blushed, hesi- 
tated, and glanced across the table at her elder 
cousin, Princess Wanda. She was still very young, 
twenty years at most, and this was her first ap- 
pearance in Warsaw since her widowhood; for 
she had been married out of school and kept 
almost continuously in the country until the death 
of her elderly husband. 

“Yes, my dear,go and dance with Antoine. He 
is a dangerous boy if ever there lived one, but not 
so utterly corrupted as my darling Casimir here.” 
Princess Wanda laughed as she spoke, a clear, 
ripply laugh, and patted her brother’s arm affec- 


however, sure of another contribution 
from her pen, as the Countess is now on 


the grandeur of other days—frayed and 


ships and to write her post-war impres- 
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tionately. Her eyes, in a 
frankly ugly face no longer 
young, were as sweet and 
j : in fresh as violets. Natalie rose, 
way, quite naturally, of Paris) to visit then, somewhat awkwardly, 


and stood for a moment un- 
decided, her marvelous cameo 
head, black and white, droop- 
ing. A chain of splendid 
diamonds, dimmed by their 
old-fashioned setting, draped 
across the front of her black 
dress to the shoulder and 
down the V, of the back. A band of diamonds 
encircled her dark hair, and long swinging ear- 
rings somehow accentuated the delicate curve of 
her little nose. 

But there was no indecision in the swift An- 
toine. He caught her hand and led her away 
from the table down the broad marble stairway 
to the ballroom below. 


BROTHER and sister sat together and watched 
them go. 

“What do you think of her?” asked Wanda, 
after they had passed from sight, “—Oh no, I 
don’t mean her conformation. Don’t analyze her 
to me as if she were a horse.” 

“But up to the present it is only her conforma- 
tion which is interesting. Had she a better car- 
riage—more assurance—she need not even dress 
well. . . . she’d be the most beautiful woman 
of our time. A marvelous body, wonderful head, 
exquisite hands and feet—and the muque and 
shoulders. . As for character, she hasn’t any. 
She is stupid, one can see that at a glance. How- 
ever, that doesn’t matter. She has a good deal 
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to learn. I should be delighted to teach her.” 

Wanda leaned forward and pressed her fragile 
hand, with its heavy rings, on her brother's arm. 

“Casimir, you would marry her?” 

“Now don't be silly, Wanda,’ he answered, 
filling up his glass again, and this time he drained 
the bottle. “You know very well I won't, neither 
Natalie nor any one else—so far as that goes. 
She hasn't a penny and I have barely enough for 
myself. She would bore me to death, and | 
would make her very unhappy.” 

Princess Wanda sat back in her chair and fixed 
her eyes on Casimir. They were physically 
stamped alike, these two. The same high, square 
shoulders, aquiline nose, and sudden, disarming 
smile. Only the accentuated features, which in 
Casimir's case contributed to his distinction and 
good looks, had made a plain woman of Princess 
Wanda, and her eyes were as candid as a child's, 
while her brother’s, more somber in color, had 
an unfathomable, baffling quality. 

“Then just let her alone,’ she spoke gravely. 
“Promise me that.” 

“You ask a good deal. 
ing proposition.” 

“My dear Casimir, I have done you more than 
one favor, first and last. I ask this one now of 
you and I am in earnest. Natalie is more or less 
under my wing and I feel responsible for her. 
Her unpleasant old husband kept her like a child 

he never had any children of his own, you 
know, not even by his first wife. Now, Warsaw 
is full of other pretty women. You won't inter- 
fere with my plans for Natalie? You will promise 
me, yes?” 

“My dear, I can refuse you almost nothing and 
I kiss your little hand, as pretty as Natalie’s, 
although of a different type.” 


She is a very tempt- 


T HEY rose and sauntered out of the supper 

room together. The tables were empty; gilt 
chairs pushed back in disorder; servants in the 
livery of the house, blue coat with silver buttons, 
blue plush breeches, and white stockings, were 
clearing away the supper service. Arm in arm, 
they stood at the top of the great stairway and 
looked down at the brilliantly lighted, colorful 
scene below. The music had paused and the gold 
and white crystal-hung ballroom was crowded 
with dancers talking in groups. 

Casimir looked for Natalie and Antoine, but 
could not find them at once. Finally they came 
in from one of the small adjacent salons and 
lingered together in the doorway. 

“I must admit they make a handsome couple,” 
said Casimir with a mock sigh. “The filmy dead 
black of her dress accentuates her white skin— 
really remarkable skin. Those are superb 
diamonds the old gentleman left her.” 

“That is about all the old gentleman did leave 
her. The estate goes to his nephew, you know.” 

“Oh, yes, every one knows that, but with that 
divine little head—if she would only hold it up 


she can get along nicely without a fortune. Come, 
let’s go down.” 
Count Casimir loosed his sister's arm and 


started down the stairs 


“Wait for me, Casi- 
mir,” there was a chilly 
note in her voice. “I 


am coming with you.” 

As they descended, the 
orchestra burst into the 
wild, throbbing music of 
the mazurka, and imme- 
diately the groups of 
dancers melted and 
formed again at oppos:te 
sides of the long room < 
Casimir, already  sepa- —_ 
rated from his _ sister, ~ 
walked along the edge of 
the crowd, easy, indiffer- 


ent, and passed into the 


library at the far end. - 
He took a small cigar 
out of its leather case, 


and fell to smoking, paus- 
ing here and there to 
scrutinize a painting or 
a bibelot with the swift 
delicate concentration of 
the connoisseur. A tray 
with glasses and a decanter of vodka stood on one 
end of the center writing-table, and he finally 
sauntered across, sat down on the arm of a nearby 
chair, and proceeded to help himself to a suc- 
cession of small glassfuls, puffing at his cigar the 
while with long, calm gestures. He was alone in 
the room. 

After smoking and drinking his fill, he rose, 
sighed, adjusted his narrow waistcoat, crossed the 
room again and paused in the center of the door- 
way. As he stood there nonchalantly finishing 
his cigar, from the far side of the gold and white 
salon, directly opposite him, like a winged victory 
Natalie dancing the mazurka. The wild, 


At the sight of 


came 


Natalie, 
Casimir’s mind cleared. 





insistent beat of the music had gone like wine to 
her head. Her rigid shyness had melted as snow 
in an April sun. She carried herself proudly, and 
glided swiftly, triumphantly down the length of 
the room. The jewels in her black hair and across 
the black bodice flashed white fire, and the cloudy 
train of her dress floated far out behind. In the 
crowded room her beauty shone out by itself, like 
a star. Young Prince Antoine beside her, vibrant 
and challenging, danced the more intricate steps 
which fall to the part of the cavalier with true 
Polish grace and fire. A murmur of admiration 
arose from the dowagers sitting in rows along the 
walls, from the other dancers waiting their turns 
and from the doorways crowded with men. War- 
saw applauded the new-found cousin. 


YASIMIR stood intent and motionless, for once 
oblivious of himself. Only when Natalie and 
Antoine had finished the figure and waited to- 
gether for their next turn to come, he moved 
aside and so came face to face with his sister 
Wanda, who had been standing watching him. 

“Come, drive home with me, Casimir,” she said. 
“IT want to speak to you. You look rather pale. 
I know the signs, my dear, and I want to talk to 
you seriously.” 

Count Casimir 
frank child’s eyes. 
and veiled. 

“Very well, as you will,” he answered. After a 
little pause the compressed mouth relaxed into a 
half-whimsical, half-shamed smile. He shrugged 
his shoulders and bent his handsome head in mock 
obedience and followed her out of the room. 


looked back into his sister’s 
His own were somber, now, 


HREE months passed. It was the height of 

the spring season. Warsaw was crowded with 
travelers just returning from a winter in Paris or 
on the Riviera. Mothers brought their daughters 
in from distant estates to the principal marriage 
market. Young married women who had lived 
secluded in the country for a year or so engaged 



























in the more serious pursuits of life, came to town 
for a brief season of frivolity. Young men flocked 
back into the city from remote corners of their 
thrice divided country, and flung themselves into 
a few short weeks of dissipation with a desperate 
zest for excitement. 

The races were on. Theatres, restaurants and 
cabarets were jammed to the doors. All day in 
the heat and dust, and all night, too, droshkies 
rattled feverishly over rough cobblestone streets. 
There were even more Russian officers in town 
than usual, in their smart white drill summer 
jackets. Many of them had brought their racing 
string along, or show-horses, for the Concours 
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Hippique. And in the train of these springtime 
pleasure-seekers a flock of pretty women skimmed 
into town on the wing, like birds to a new har- 
vest field. 

Competition was keen in this congress of young 
women of many nationalities and every variety of 
class—demi-mondaine, bourgeoise and aristocrat— 
brought together day after day within the limited 
radius of the once great capital. They came to 
know each other intimately well by sight. There 
was an interchange of silent swift appraisal and 
common understanding in the dissimilar sister- 
hood. Public opinion, the mighty, the intangible, 
crystallized almost overnight and tabulated each 
woman, evaluated her, and placed her in her own 
particular niche. 

A fair-haired young woman, for instance, 
brown-eyed, golden-skinned, from Kief, who 
wore cotton gloves and diamond earrings, and 
rolled her hips as she walked, was awarded first 
prize, and without discussion, for direct physical 
allure. An Austrian lady of rank, born of a 
French mother, was easily the best-dressed and 
most elegant. But for perfection of line and an 
air of great race, Natalie had no rivals. Besides, 
there was an enchantment about Natalie’s beauty 
—candid brow, provocative mouth—disturbing, 
appealing to both men and women alike. 


VIDENTLY Count Casimir and his sister Wanda 

had come to some definite understanding on the 
night of their drive home from the Skarbec soirée. 
Since then, half in play, half in earnest, he grad- 
ually assumed the role of Natalie’s elder brother 
and none too assiduous in his devotion at that. 
About this same time an old flame of his— 
Madame X. of the Razmaitosci Theatre—came 
back to Warsaw from abroad. He walked with 
her openly at the races and was recognized coming 
out of her white stucco villa in Alleye Roz (Alley 
of Roses) on more than one occasion. Still, he 
was generally to be seen somewhere in Natalie’s 
vicinity, loitering indefinitely in the background. 


Occasionally he came 
forward with a_ sharp 
word of advice. Once he 


disapproved of Natalie’s 
décolletage. More than 
once he accompanied her 
and his sister to the 
dressmakers when a new 
toilet for the races or a 
ball was in question, for 
his taste was faultless and 
Natalie’s purse was too 
slim ever to risk a failure. 


UT in the whole of Na- 

talie’s court, a court 
which formed itself with 
the rapidity which char- 
acterizes all Polish move- 
ment, from one day to 
the next, Prince Antoine 
Woroniewski, her young 


blond cousin, was the 
most reckless and pas- 
sionate in his devotion. 


Mothers with marriage- 
able daughters whispered 
in French when the two 
passed by and followed 
them with malicious eyes, 
and men at the Cercle des 
Chasseurs were vaguely 
disturbed by the youth's 
indiscretion. She would 
be compromised, they 
gossiped over their bran- 
dy. A silly boy, too in- 
experienced to _ protect 
her! An exquisite woman 
to so waste hertime! But 
in such matters women 
were proverbially lacking 
in taste—a curious phe- 
nomenon. After all, of 
the two sexes, the male 
was the more fastidious. 


T first Princess Wanda 
voiced her own ob- 
jections in her usual 
straight-forward manner. But Natalie resisted 
with unexpected determination. Then the two 
women had a long discussion on the subject be- 
hind closed doors and the result of it all was, much 
to the surprise of society in general, that the 
Princess appeared to go out of her way to encour- 
age the flirtation. For was not Antoine a careless, 
undisciplined youth, still in his teens? A student 
at the University at Riga? And Natalie so beau- 
tiful, so childlike, she required a man of the world 
to guide her. Only Casimir, to all appearances, 
took a neutral ground. Loitering one night near 
the gambling tables at the Club des Chasseurs, he 
was heard to remark: “Let the poor child Natalie 
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“IT must admit that 
they make a handsome 
couple,” said Casimir 
with a mock 
“Those are superb dia- 
monds the old gentle- 
man left her.” 


sigh. 


alone. She is only sharpening her little claws.” 

Early one radiant morning in June, Natalie sat 
listlessly by the open French window of her 
little sitting-room nearly level with a small en- 
closed garden. With two maiden aunts she occu- 
pied a modest house in the Kanonya. A silver 
breakfast tray, with its tall old-fashioned coffee 
pot and little earthen jar of boiled, crusted cream, 
rested on a low table beside her. She was dressed 
in a thin black morning gown which accentuated 
the whiteness of her face; there were somber sha- 
dows beneath the long black eyes, and the exqui- 
site features had sharpened, as if retouched by the 
fine point of an etcher’s pencil. She heard the 
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front door shut sharply, and after a slight interval 
the sound of men’s footsteps coming rapidly down 


the little passageway. An old man-servant parted 
the silver and mauve Makaty hangings and ap- 
peared open-mouthed, worried-eyed on the thresh- 
old. At his heels, unannounced, followed Count 
Casimir. 


WITHOUT a word of greeting, he walked across 

to Natalie, seized her two hands and pulled her 
up out of her chair and to her feet beside him. His 
face was drawn and pale, and there was a smoul- 
dering fire in the sapphire eyes. She looked at him 
dazedly, as if remote from the actuality of the 


bo 
ur 


scene. Curiously her mind registered the little 
facts of a new type collar and tie and the glisten 
of dark hair, still wet, as if he had come fresh 
from his toilet. 

“Natalie, what you do privately is not my af- 
fair,” he began. “But you bear our name and 
outwardly at least you must respect the laws of 
society.” It sounded like a set speech. ‘If you 
don’t, I shall do what I can to alter your conduct,” 
he added with unexpected violence. 

“But my cousin .... I don’t understand.” 

“You understand very well. Last night... .” 

He gripped her hands in his until the rings ate 
in and she flinched to (Continued on page 106) 
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Baron de Meyer, Paris, 1921 


ANVIN GOWN MEDIEVALLY MINDED 


When knights went down to the lists with hearts scarcely braver than their 
plumes, and the sun shining on their polished greaves was a dazzling thing to see, 
the ladies did their decorative best to be equally breath-taking by achieving 
things like this. It has all the lowing beauty of the moyen age, this gown of Nattier 
blue crépe de Chine, embroidered with steel, and diamond and crystal beads. 
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LANVIN DIPS 


IN TO THE 
CHARM AND 


Se ERE MOM ene PL 


RARE BEAUTY 
OF THE PAST 












SAV a ARNT RMR RRS LO APR Sta IO ONE IIE EELS NCR AA AE HS, BENE! 





A gown for a shining moment in an altogether exquisite and 
fairy-spun evening, is of cloth of silver, looped and woven 
to form a miraculous girdle that trails long ends over a soft 
silver-cloth skirt. The bodice, scarcely more tangible than 
silvery frost-work that a breath would melt, is of delicate 
silver lace that allows the whole arm to show and traces a 
“bateau” neck-line over white shoulders and throat. The 
girdle and flowing lines suggest the moyen dge and the cos- 
tumes of the ladies who live in old French tapestries. 


In a season when one may look like one’s favorite old master 
and still be undoubtedly the most modish woman in the 
room, Lanvin has brought together materials that are all 
very simple in themselves to create a gown that looks as if 
it had been brushed in by the hand of an early French fan- 
painter, or perhaps by one of those pleasant artists who did 
the little over-door and over-mantel scenes for the old 
French chateaux. It is of white net, garlanded with flat 
flowers of unusual freshness in several shades of rose. 
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FOR STREET 


AND FOR EVENING SOULIE 
CREATES IMAGINATIVE DESIGNS 


Mouse gray cloth that has got itself 
fashioned in a straight cape in the back 
and a slim little bodice in the front 
forms a costume that may walk in the 


Bois or go to tea on the same afternoon. 


All that is lace on this mauve mousse- Paris this season has a high-handed way 


of using any materials she chooses to- 
gether—so that interesting things like 
this brown velvet trotteur with er- 
mine and banded with white kid happen. 


line gown is ciré and rose color—and 
much of this gown is lace. It fashions 
the long points that achieve the irregu- 
lar hem-line, and those that form sleeves. 
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SOULIE CREATES THE FUR WRAP FOR 


TRULY GORGEOUS 


Like an 1840 coachman’s great-coat, 
muffled up to the evelashes and but- 
toned across with large buttons, is 
a wrap of ermine and skunk—the 


“period” influence appears unexpectedly. 


The Spanish influence has now crept 
into our wardrobes so persistently that 
it appears unconcernedly upon fur eve- 
ning wraps. Black ciré lace, as Spanish 
as castanets, is combined with taupe fur. 


MOMENTS 


The gorgeous evening wrap that may 
be depended upon to make the truly 
impressive gesture is of chinchilla, 
banded with fox. It is a complete 
background for the formal gown. 
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THAT LAUNCHED A THOUSAND 


This “picture” type of hat has come down to us from the days of brocaded 
ladies clicking across flagged courts on their little red heels, or twinkling down 
the sun-flecked roads of Marly in their scrolled and gilded carriages. A hat 
that is a sweep of black velvet, a double sweep of black plume—a combination 
that all the piety and wit of generations of modistes have never improved upon. 





Baron de Meyer, Paris, 1921 
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MARIE LOUISE 
CREATES HER 
MODES WITH 
OLD-WORLD 
INSPIRATION 
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(Above) A small white satin tricorn like that worn by the 
glittering little footman, all in a frenzy of silver buttons— 
the same footman who once opened this carriage door—has 
a brown and gold lace veil to fling to every becoming breeze. 
The gay little scrolled rococo carriage itself once was used 
by that gay and rococo little person—Pompadour. Now 
the wealth of its scrolls and gracious lines is kept in Paris 
in the studio of the artist, Domergue, who uses it as a back- 
ground for his exotically coiffed lovely dark-haired ladies. 





(Left) Soft felt in some rather neutral color is used for many 
of the Parisienne’s afternoon hats. She wears them with 
white frocks if she wishes, and they may be as formal or as 
informal as the character of the gown decides. This one is 
of beige felt, with beige and brown feathers spraying from 
its crown, feathers of soft uncurled length that manage, by 
their very vagueness, to give an old-portrait quality to 
even a simple hat. In this suggestion of other days 
and other beauties lies much of the new mode’s charm. 
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MRS. WILLIAM B. LEEDS 


Few international marriages have aroused more wholesome widespread interest than that of 
the Princess Xenia of Russia, niece of the reigning monarch of Greece, and William B. Leeds. 
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long-favored 
chooses most often for these are black velvet and 
black cloth. 


Black frocks with a flicker of scarlet, worn with 
all-black felt or velvet hats, are very smart. 


/ 
a 7 y) / 
PARIS SAYS: VI // 
/ 
It is true that the Parisienne orders the models y/ 
launched in color by the “grandes maisons” in her Ba. 


color—black. The _ fabrics 


Cloth frocks are slender in silhouette, with a bit of 
drapery at the hips. 
Shoes are made with red leather heels to give flair 
to black costumes. 


Black lace frocks over slim black satin slips are 
new and fiattering. 


| The three-diece cape costume is unusually success- 
. ful with a cape as a wrap. 


Vivid colors are worn for evening. 


evening hats, great soft shapes of velvet and satin, 
are being shown by some of the smart Paris shops. 


she 
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THE PARISIENNE AND HER FAVORITE BLACK 


ARE NOT SO 


2 rue de la Paix, Paris. 
HE garden at the Ritz is crowded at tea- 
time, these almost too warm days of au- 
tumn. By twos and threes, in groups, 
browned by the sun of summer beaches, 
Parisians greet each other over the tea- 
tables. Lady Patricia Ramsay, in brown 
crépe de Chine with a broad-brimmed hat, Duch- 
esse Decazes wearing 
a cloche of brown 
velvet trimmed with 
brown velvet flowers 
flatly sewn across the 
front of the crown, 
the Princesse Kara- 
georgevitch in black 
frock and hat, the 
Duchesse de Gram- 
mont in a black 
Vionnet frock and 
small black felt hat 
from Talbot, the 
Baron and the Bar- 
onne de Cartier de 
Marchienne — every- 
one goes to the Ritz 
Garden. 





T luncheon yester- 
day the Grande 
Duchesse Anastasia, 
in an odd little Rus- 
sian turban of red 
velvet trimmed with 
brown fur, chatted 
with Mlle. d’Yturbe 
who, as Marquise Bel- 
vis de Las Navas 
(she was created Mar- 





Hohenlohe. It was quite a family party, includ. 
ing, besides Mlle. d’Yturbe, who was prettily 
frocked in light gray crépe de Chine with a small 
black velvet tricorn, her mother, the young blond 
Prince and two or three other members of the 
family. 

Mile. d’Yturbe’s wedding gown was made by 
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quise by the King of 


SOON PARTED 


Worth of white and silver brocade, with a rich 
veil falling from a Russian head-dress wreathed 
about with orange blossoms. The stately robe 
opens in a shallow V in front, and a high collar 
of tulle and lace swathes the throat. 

Another wedding of interest is that of the Princesse 
Xenia of Russia, and Mr. Leeds, the son of Princess 
Christopher of Greece. 
Before her marriage, 
Princesse Xenia 
stayed with the Prin- 
cess George of Greece 
at St. Cloud and was 
much seen in Paris. 
Still another wedding 
of interest to Ameri- 
cans is that of the 
young Duc de Crus- 
sol and Miss Evelyn 
Gordon, which took 
place at the chateau 
of the Duchesse 
d’Uzés in the country, 
where, by the way, 
many interesting 
shooting parties have 
been held recently. 


AA UCH sport has 
**“ been had, also, on 
the estate of the Duc 
de Luynes, where the 
young Duc de Chev- 
reuse was applauded 
as an excellent shot. 
Hunting, formerly the 
favorite and exclusive 
sport of kings—-in the 
times when even the 








Spain) is soon to 
marry the Prince de 


Jean Patou has designed a new series of black frocks and suits. 


shooting-tackle of the 
nobles was sometimes 








TAILLEURS 


When the Parisi- 
enne says “tail- 
leur”, she may 
mean any number 
of things this sea- 
son. Paquin says 
it with brown 
gabardine banded 
with kolinsky fur. 





Three 








PAQUIN 


PARIS 


DOES 











models from 


JENNY 


The tailleur that goes crisply about its morn- 
ing shopping and looks very smart about it, 
is of black rep and has a long cape to match. 


Another tailleur that appears at any hour of 
the day its owner has a tailored mood, is of 
the black cloth so favored in Paris just now 


Paris makes the flattering three-piece costume 
as vivid and interesting as possible. This 
one is of bright green velours de laine. 


confiscated by royal command, is still an adored 
sport in France. This season, particularly, sports- 
men stayed later than usual in the country, test- 
ing their prowess in the hunting-field, and running 
up to Paris occasionally for the races. 

At the races, the warm sunshine has prohibited 
winter garments, although smart new winter hats 
appeared by the hundreds. Almost all of them 
were black. It is true that the smartest women 
are clad in one-piece frocks or cloaks of black 
cloth. The cloth cloaks are trimmed with black 
monkey fur and are usually worn over black or 
light colored crépe de Chine frocks. Cloth frocks 
are slender in silhouette, with a thread or two of 
drapery at the hips, and are practically un- 
trimmed in any way. And with these black 
frocks, which are worn with all-black hats of felt 
or velvet, we see a flicker of scarlet heels. 


HE shoes are low and are fashioned of black 

varnished leather with some odd arrangement 
of straps across the instep, and heels and trim- 
mings of bright or Bordeaux-red leather. One 
pair of low shoes is of violet kid with inset bands 
and heels of blue-violet. A low black satin shoe 
is heeled with purple velvet, and purple velvet is 
drawn through the glittering oblong buckle. Very 
odd is a low shoe of glistening black leather 





HARPER’S 


SEASON 


THIS 








BAZAR 


Blaireau fur of 
thistle-down soft- 
ness is the frame 
for hands and face 
on a slim tailleur 
of black satin 
trimmed with 
twisted folds of 
the same material. 
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LINGERIE FROM THE HOUSE OF 


Velvet the color of the 
soft green jacket the 
almond wears while it 
is still young and shy— 
and of much the same 
texture, too—is beaded 
with silver to form a 
tea-gown that trails 
soft clinging panels 
down its slim length at 
vastly becoming points 
on shoulders and hips. 





adorned with narrow loops of red leather 
which rise about the instep from a smart 
buckle posed low in front. Color is the rule 
now in shoes, not only for indoors but for the 
races. Where glowed one scarlet heel a year 
ago, now we see fifty. 

It is difficult to separate the Parisienne from 
her favorite black. Models in color shown in 
the grandes maisons are being ordered by the 
Parisienne in black—and the favorite fabrics 
are black cloth and black velvet. The tailleur 
of black cloth, however, has not yet appeared 
—black velvet being apparently preferred for 
the tailored or three-piece frock. Velvet 
frocks are usually trimmed with fur, but 
the cloth gowns are quite devoid of trimming. 





Over her stam hips and well below the 
waist-line the Parisienne wears her 
blouse this season. Often the low 
waist-line is ornamented like this em- 
broidered one, on a blouse of white 
broché with the embroidery in white 
silk. This type of blouse gives the 
Smart three-piece costume effect. 




















The Paquin black cloth cloak, with tuck-like 
folds across the skirt-front and low “string” 
girdle of black cloth, has collar, cuffs and 
skirt-edge of black monkey and has been 
much worn at the races, as well as the Pa- 
quin cloaks and coat-frocks in velvet or bro- 
cade, which show a fold or two of. drapery at 
the hips. This bit of drapery, a mere stray 
fold or two at the hips, is one of the features 
of the season’s fashions. 


JEAN PATOU is showing a midseason collec- 

tion of which many models are black—par- 
ticularly of black cloth. Sketched on page 
thirty-three is a group of his smartest crea- 
tions in this somber fabric, touched lightly 
with color. The line Patou creates is simple, 
smart and—always the essential thing—wear- 
able. Mrs. Asquith wears one of the black 
Patou frocks, and the Princesse Bibesco, Mme. 
Barrachin, Mme. Vesnitch and her daughter 
are also interested in this new collection, 
which is particularly attractive. 

The maison Molyneux shows in a charming 
midseason collection several parti-colored 
frocks. One is light brown and dark brown 
serge, with gold embroidered leaves and flow- 
ers covering the joining at the hips, and one of 
khaki-brown crépe de Chine with skirt and 
long straight sleeves of black crépe de Chine. 
The latter is worn under a short straight jacket 
of loutre and the brown serge frock is worn 
with a brown serge cape bordered with brown 
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PAQUIN 


That lovely color of 
ruby one sees in old 
Venetian damasks is 
given to this velvet tea- 
gown; and ruby-col- 
ored, too, is the em- 
broidery that lends in- 
terest to the wing 
sleeves. These sleeves 
are fastened at the “ba- 
teau” neck-line and 
hang like red petals. 








fur. Several similar two-toned frocks 
are shown in the Molyneux collec- 
tion, one of black crépe de Chine 
has a removable skirt and sleeves of 
striped gold and tan _ lace—and 
brown is featured in hats and frocks 
alike, particularly in brown or black 
hats, trimmed with brilliant autumn- 
tinted flowers. 

A number of black lace frocks 
over very low-cut slender black 
slips are shown also by Molyneux, 
contrasting with a smartly tailored 
motoring frock of green leather and 
a light brown wool tricot skating 
costume, fur-trimmed and smocked 





The small touch of red that Paris goes 
in for with so much enthusiasm this 
season is introduced on a téte de négre 
crépe de Chine blouse on bits of Sa- 
lombo gold cloth embroidered with 
black beads, to give a rather barbaric 
South African effect that makes vivid 
the most conventional dark tailleur. 
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PARIS LIKES COLOR WITH ITS BLACK 
















An expression of Wide sleeves and 
the full peasant a straight-hanging 
sleeve gives char- cape are a tremen- 
acter to dark blue dous bit of swank 
serge embroidered on a coat of gray 


with red and green. banded in black. 


at the hips. With the green leather frock is 
worn a hat of green felt with a green tulle veil 
embroidered with bright green and yellow leaves 
and berries. 

Looking on at the Molyneux collection were 
Princesse Patricia, the Prince of Kapurthala, the 
Comtesse de Béarn, the Duchesse de Clermont- 
Tonnerre, Mrs. Dean Bushby, the artist Drian, 
Mlle. Cécile Sorel and many other well-known 
Parisians. 


AMONG the newest models of the maison Made- 

leine and Madeleine is a smart black and 
silver creation. The line is exceedingly graceful 
and the frock has a very new and interesting look. "ih 
New also at this house is a slim frock of black 
open-work crochet with a set-in design in king's 
blue crochet. The whole is made over a slender 
underslip of black satin. 

Another new Madeleine and Madeleine frock 
of heavy black crépe marocain resembles a loose 
low-girdled chemise; the girdle of leather is wide 
across the back and narrow across the front and 
studded with small nail-heads. The gown is cut 
across at the knees in front and slit up the middle 
to a bit above the low girdle, with the edges fin- 
ished with button-holes. The long sides and back 
are bordered with fur. A very remarkable frock 
it is, both on account of its simplicity and the 
perfection of its line. 

Madeleine and Madeleine continue to feature 
the low girdle, but the skirt in some of the new 


The gown that goes Blackcrépede Chine Soft black velvet, Every now and then 
to be smart and _ gets itself combined edged with satin, Paris does some- 
stays to tea is of with jade green and wearing a wide thing bright green 
the always-flattering mousseline for the satin sash,is banded —to show that it 
black crépe de Chine sake of that vivid with gray squirrel can. This afternoon MOLYNEUX 
with black caracul bit of color Paris in another variation frock of green satin 

and steel ornaments. likes with its black. of the black theme. is new and smart. 


MADELEINE 
MADELEINI! 






































Two models from 
PREMET 
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PARIS CLOTHES ITS EVENINGS’ SIMPLY 


PAQUIN PREM ET 



















(Second from end on right) 
Slender black crépe de 
Chine evening gowns, or- 
namented with jet plaques 
or sequins, and straight in 
silhouette, the Parisienne 


(Left) Straight and lovely 
is a black satin evening 
gown brocaded with gold, 
draped with panels of the 
reverse side of the material 

gold, touched with black, 
“chinois” in effect. 


very wears with enthusiasm. 


PREMET GERMAINE 


Bera = te 


(Extreme right) Black 
Georgette crépe, twinkling 
with steel beads, veils a 
black crépe de Chine gown 
of moyen dge lines. This 
is one of the new gowns 
that Paris now favors. 


(Left, second figure) Eve- 
ning frocks that consist of 
black lace over slender 
black satin slips are new, 
and Paris likes their soft- 
ness and vague draperies, 
charming in the evening. 
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models is arranged in loose rounded panels on the 
sides, which fall a bit below the straight skirt. 
In one case, the rounded panels of blue fabric are 
narrowed at the top, revealing the black satin 
under-skirt underneath, which is visible thus in 
deep narrow triangles below the low girdle. 


ENNY shows a smart new tailored frock, a pret- 
tily pocketed jacket and skirt, of black reps. 
It is worn under a smart black reps 
cape, shown on page thirty-four. 
Simplicity is still the key-note for 
the Parisienne. The simplest of frocks 
and hats of the most expensive sim- 
plicity are worn by all the truly smart. 
With the smart black costumes we see 
now and then a touch of rust-red or 
bright red—a brilliant dashing bit of 
color. For evening, brilliant colors are 
worn—vivid scarlet, bright green, yel- 
low. White velvet is smart for eve- 
ning—one frock of this rich stuff is 
embroidered all over the brief corsage 
with a tapestry in brilliant beads. 
Some of the smart shops are show- 
ing broad-brimmed hats for evening 
in the form of great soft shapes of vel- 
vet or satin trimmed with silver or 
black lace, plumes, metal or colored 
flowers or metal galon. Not since the 
war have evening hats been worn in 
Paris, and even now women are tak- 
ing them up timidly. But the smart 
modistes make them and we shall wear 
them whether we will or not. 
van Campen Stewart. 








Paris plays “rouge et The coat of a Chinese 
noir” with many of mandarin, exaggerated 
its costumes, but few to great looseness of 
have the brilliant ef- line, is of black velvet 
fect of ‘this vermilion embroidered with cop- 


velvet and black vel- per and made lovely 4 
vet evening wrap, col- with the inky soft- DRECOLL 
lared with black fox. ness of blue-black fox. 


DRECOLL 
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THE PARISIENNE 
DIANA OF THE HUNT 


By Juan, 


TURNS 








NE thinks of the Parisienne with Paris as her back- 

ground; one sees her, exquisitely coifed and gowned, 
about to enter a famous café, or standing under the jeweled 
lights of a ballroom. She is, therefore, a rare and unusual 
person when we see her mounted on a restless horse, 
coursing over the brown fields, or when she goes forth, 
gun under arm and green hunting hat atilt, to splash through 
bogs and tear through briers for the sake of the sport. 
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MAKE SPORTS DECORATIVE 


j 





Models imported by Herman Patrick Tappé. 


Sports clothes that take their sports vicariously and from the side-lines are most successful when they are French. The 
Jenny costume at the right consists of a bright scarlet cape and skirt, trimmed with applied flowers and fruits of 


colored patent leather. 


Zyrot has made a more sturdy plaid sports suit on Inverness lines with a dashing yellow waistcoat. 


SPORTS CLOTHES OF TWO SORTS 


HE French, that charming race, given, we 
are told, to a fondness for light wines and 
dancing, have some very pleasant ideas 
about sports costumes and what one does Two more sports costumes of this type are 
when one wears them. 


sports frock or tailleur 
is not a garment in which one 
goes crashing about the country 
in unflattering virility; rather 
a decorative costume in which 
to watch a sport, with sparkling 
brown eyes and_ breathlessly 
murmured “Bien!” and “Oo 
la-la”. At the top of this page 
are two costumes designed for 
just this vicarious sort of ex- 
ercise. They are decidedly 
charming. One is a little suit 
all plaided with bronzy greens 
and made with a rather long 
loose coat on almost Inverness 
lines. With this is worn a yellow 
waistcoat that crosses over it- 
self in little points, and has a 
companion piece in a little tan 
hat, pierced with two quills. 


HEN another exquisite cos- 

tume with this same raison 
d’étre is of bright scarlet wool, 
made with finely plaited skirt, 
girdled with a band of colored 
patent leather applied with em- 
broidery in designs of fruit and 
flowers. A little short cape is 
worn with this, a cape scalloped 
on all its edges, bound with red 
patent leather, and given a 
standing collar embroidered ir 
colored patent leather. A bril- 
liant little embroidered hat, 
pulled on closely over the head, 


Model from Dobbs 


A hat of warm burnt 
orange felt, bound with 
brown velvet and pierced 
with two orange-brown 
quills, is the color climax 
of a sports costume of 
dark blue coat and dark 
blue and orange skirt of 


lovely Rodier fabric. 


To them the 


is exactly the final melting note that makes the _ three-piece 


costume all too ravishing and a thing to be spoken 
of seriously, in one’s deeper moments. 


shown at the bottom of page forty. One a 
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Posed by Edith King 


Photographs by Alfred Cheney Johnston 


costume of leaf brown knit wool, 
consists of a cape, collared with soft beaver, and 
a skirt worn with a dazzling little blouse of bright 
yellow tricot silk patterned with green leaves. 
The other is a green frock-and-cape costume col- 


lared with a huge fluff of bad- 
ger fur. 

At the bottom of page forty- 
one are two more of the sports 
costumes that take their sports 
as an intellectual pursuit and 
something to be done with a 
smart country club as a_ back- 
ground. One is a brick-colored 
wool frock trimmed wiih beav- 
er; another is a _ suit of 
heather-colored wool jersey— 
this time English, with silk jer- 
sey bodice. 

Contrasted with those are the 
clothes one wears to ski in, if 
one is the skiing sort—and so 
many are these days—and to 
skate and golf and walk cross 
country in. Costumes evolved 
by sportsmen designers who 
know the demands of the sport 
upon the costume and the pe- 
culiar necessities of each part 
of the costume. 


N these pages we have shown 
a few of the most carefully 
developed and altogether at- 
tractive costumes of the really 
practical type being shown by 
the smart New York houses this 
season. The skiing costume at 
the top of page forty is a 
combination of an exquisite bit 
of ancient art and modern de- 
signing at its smartest and most 
comfort-insuring. In this slim 
and efficient costume the strenu- 
ous modern girl, wearing as 
little weight and as much 
warmth as possible, may fling 
herself down incredibly steep 
and snowy hills and land with 
that catlike arrested flight of 
the skier,—without loosening a 
fold or encumbering one agile 
limb. 
Golf clothes, too, are nowa- 
days so cleverly designed and 
so smart (Continued on page 41) 
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SOME CLOTHES TAKE THEIR SPORTS SERIOUSLY 





























(Below) When a top-coat goes 
to a golf club it must be tre- 


(Below) A Patou sports suit of 
scarlet and blue plaid wool with 
a dark blue coat lined with scar- 
let, could go into town for a 
morning and be rather smart 
about it. The belt on the coat is 
in the form of a snake that oblig- 
ingly holds its tail and the coat 
together at the same time—an 
adroitly charming French idea. 


mendously on its game. This 
one is as smart as possible, plaided 
with squares of red and black and 
gray, and made with a long at- 
tached scarf and cuffs of black 
duvetyn. It is light enough to 
carry conveniently so that it may 
be slipped on in a moment 




















From Abercrombie and Fitch. 


(Above) It took a marvelously 
vivid hand-woven antique Ca- 
nadian scarf, a pair of horizon 
blue breeches, a little slip-on wool 





jersey blouse, a long knit scarf- 
cap and a horizon blue coat to 
make this skiing costume the 
dashing affair it is. The coat may 
be taken off or it may button 
up tightly around the throat. 

















From Dobbs 

















Two models imported by Thurn 








Leaf brown knit wool, collared with beaver, is used for a A Renée sports frock and cape are green perllaine exactly 
long Renée sports cape, with a matching brown skirt. A the shade Robin Hood found so flattering. The frock has 
vivid over-blouse of yellow silk is patterned with green. its waist defined by silk braid; the cape collar is badger. 
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OTHERS REGARD THEM FROM THE SIDE LINES 
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From Dobbs 


Orange-brown homespun, 
striped with terra-cotta and 
green, is used for a sleeveless 
golf frock and a short cape to 
wear over it. The straight- 
hanging frock with large patch 
pockets would be a help to any- 
one’s form. The hat, of black 
velvet stitched with gold, has 
just the line a sports hat should. 














that the energetic sports woman may be liberated from all thought of her 
clothes. The difficulty of hampering clothes that women were formerly con- 
fronted with in sports, is no longer. As much attention has been paid to 
women’s sports clothes as has been lavished upon the swanky super-tweeds of 
her lord, and she wears them with exactly the same air of forgetful and charming 
ease. To realize what has really happened, one has merely to look back, not so 
many as ten years ago, to the time when de Maurier-looking young ladies, in 
gently rustling white muslins, tied breathlessly at the waist with blue watered 
ribbon, stepped across green lawns with little slippered feet and shot a slim 
arrow from a taut-stringed bow. That white frock, with its remarkable little 
bodice, so snug and so flattering to the tiny waist, made its only concession to 
the sterner demands of sports by having a saucer-sized straw “sailor” tipped 
down over black brows and giving excellent opportunity for the imposing 
structure and gloss of the chignon to proclaim itself, 


Two models imported by Herman Patrick Tappé. 


























From Abercrombie and Fitch. 


Brilliant magenta and dark 
blue and white motifs pattern 
a heavy hand-knit skating 
sweater and a cap to match. 
The white knit wool skirt and 
gloves and the long, dark blue 
scarf emphasize the French 
poster atmosphere of the cos- 
tume. Its vividness would be 
becoming to any winter's day. 




















A Chanel sports frock that has the French point 
of view about sports is of brick red kasha 
cloth and beaver. It is one of those ridic- 





uiously simple frocks that manages to be be- 
coming with little or no effort. It is practical 
enough to clap on something smart in the way 








of a hat and wrap and walk cross country. A 
Zyrot sports suit of brown wool gives itself 
remarkable swank by means of a waist-coat. 
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As Chalfont stood there, his chivalry stirred, Lola came slowly out of her panic. 





THE RUSTLE OF SILE 


PARTS I AND II AT A GLANCE 


GAINST the gray background of London 

after the war flutters the alluring figure 

of Lola Breezy—a magnet that draws 

the eves of all men. Lola is the daugh- 

ter of a watchmaker who, with his 

commonplace wife, runs a little shop 

in Queen’s Road, Bayswater, but she is also the 

great-granddaughter of a certain Madame de 

Brézé whose name shines illustrious in the records 
of famous French courtesans 

It is from this great-grandmother that Lola in- 

herits much of her charm, her sex appeal, her ex- 

traordinary flair for style. Certainly it is from 

Madame de Brézé that Lola has inherited her am- 

bition, her craving for power over some great man. 

And there is a great man whom Lola adores, 

although she has never met him personally. He 

is the Honorable Arthur Napier Fallaray, Home 

Secretary of England, unfortunately married in 


his guileless youth to Lady Feodorowna, daughter 
of a down-at-the-heels Marquis, and herself the 
leader of a gay, unconventional set 

Lola’s aunt, the portly 
keeper in the 


Miss Breezy, is house- 


Fallaray home. Through a little 





By COSMO HAMILTON 


Illustrated by George Wright 


clever planning Lola gets herself engaged as per- 
sonal maid to Lady Feo. This, in order that she 
may be near the man she loves. 

And, as Lady Feo’s maid, Lola can—and does— 
learn so much. She studies Lady Feo’s manner, 
her accent, her tricks of phrase. All so that she 
may please Fallaray the more when she does meet 
him. And meet him she will! Of that she is de- 
termined. 

Although Lola is a great success in the servants’ 
hall, one embarrassing thing arises—the devotion 
of Albert Simpkins, the butler. Lola finds it diffi- 
cult to discourage Albert. 

And then comes the opportunity of meeting 
Fallaray, or, at least, if not of meeting him, of see- 
ing him close at hand, with herself in radiant attire. 
For, so she hears, Fallaray, on a certain night, is 
to take his mother and aunt to dine at the Savoy. 

And, as Lady Feo will be away, Lola has that 
night for her own. She also has an evening gown 

an evening gown that had displeased Lady Feo 
and that she gave to Lola. The evening gown is 
being remodeled by Lola’s own little dressmaker. 

When the eventful night arrives, Lola, eluding 
the persistent Albert Simpkins, jumps in a taxicab 





She changes her 
every-day clothes for the marvelous evening gown 
She borrows a wrap, and then to the chauffeur of 
her waiting taxicab she says calmly, regardless of 
the tumultuous beating of her heart, “The Savoy!” 


and drives to the dressmaker’s. 


ParT II! 


come one of the institutions of the town 
Long ago the grimness had gone out of 
everybody's laughter at the tricks he played with 
it—presenting it with the palm the wrong way, 
making it squeak suddenly and wagging it about 
from the wrist as a greeting to his friends. Every- 
one had grown accustomed to his frequent changes 
of gloves and his habit of appearing at dinner 
with those dreadful stiff fingers in white buckskin. 
He had indeed trained the thing to perform as 
though it were an animal and he could do almost 
anything with it except tie a dress tie. That was 
beyond him. 
At quarter to eight on the evening of Lola’s 
first dip into life he turned away from the tele- 
phone and presented himself to the man who had 


S< PETER CHALFONT’S cork arm had be- 
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been his batman during the last year of the war. 
He had had three since the miracle of the Marne. 
He was rather bored because he had just been told 
by the girl who had promised to dine with him 
that she didn't feel like eating, and he knew that 
that meant that someone else had cropped up who 
was more amusing than himself. He had a great 
mind to give the Savoy a wide berth and walk 
round to Boodles’ and have dinner with the Pall 
Mall Gazette. But on second thought the idea 
of accompanying his cold salmon and cucumber 
with the accumulating mass of depressing evidence 
of the world’s unrest, as set forth in the evening 
paper, appalled him. Charles was trying to edge 
his way back into Hungary. The Russian Reds 
were emptying their poison all over the map. 
English miners had gone out on strike and with 
a callousness altogether 

criminal had left the 


longer jostled the traveling Americans, tennis play- 
ing Greeks and Indian Rajahs in the foyer. Chal- 
font marched in to find the place filled with 
wrongly dressed men with plebeian legs and 
strange women who seemed to have been dug out 
of the residential end of factory cities. Their 
pearls and diamonds were almost enough to stir 
Bolshevism in the souls of curates. 

Shedding his coat and hat and taking a ticket 
from a flunky, on whose chest there was a line 
of ribbons, he looked across the long vista of in- 
tervening space to the dining-room. The band 
was playing “Avalon” and a buzz of conversation 
went up in the tobacco smoke. What was the 
name of that cheery little soul who had dined 
with him in March, 1914? March, 1914. ... He 
had been a happy-go-lucky lieutenant in the 
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nerve-wrung dressmaker. Every passing man who 
looked her up and down and every woman who 
turned her head over her shoulder added stone 
after stone to the pile of her folly—so childish, so 
laughable, so stupendous. How could she have 
been such a fool—the canary so far away from 
the safety of its cage! 

Chalfont looked again. “She’s been let down 
by somebody,” he thought. “What sort of blighter 
is it who wouldn't break his neck to be on the 
steps to meet such a . pertecay.... All 
these cursed eyes, greedily signaling. What’s to 
be done?” 


ND as he stood there, turning it all over, his 
chivalry stirred, Lola came slowly out of her 
panic. If only Mrs. Rumbold had asked her with 
whom she was going, if 
only she had had, some- 
where in all the world, 





pumps unmanned. Vivi- 
ani had landed in the 
United States to en- 
deavor to prove to the 
new President that if he 
did not jerk the Senate 
out of Main Street he 
would inevitably sen- 
tence Europe to death. 
And Lloyd George, even 
to the amazement of 
those who knew him 
best, was continuing his 
game of poker with Le- 
nin and Trotsky. 


T couldn't be done, 

and so, his tie duly 
tied by the clumsy-fin- 
gered man who had re- 
ceived lessons from a 
shop in the Burlington 
Arcade, the gallant Peter 
left his rooms in Park 
Place and stood on the 
curb in St. James’ Street. 
Should he walk or drive ? 
Should he try to raise a 
friend equally at a loose 
end, or carry on alone? 
How he missed his dear 
old father who, until the 
day of his peaceful death, 
was always ready to join 
him in a cheery dinner 
at the Marlborough, or 
the Orleans, or at one of 
the hotels where he could 
see the pretty girls. 

After all, dining at the 
Savoy was not such a 
lonely proceeding as it 
seemed. Among the 
profiteers and the new 
rich there might be a 
familiar face. And there 
was at any rate an or- 
chestra. With a dump 
hat at an angle of forty- 
five and a light overcoat 
over his dinner jacket, he 
was a mark for all the 
prowling cabs_ which 
found business worse 
than usual. Two or 
three of them knew this 
tall, wiry man and had 
served in his Division. 
One of the youngest of 
the brigadier-generals in 
the British Army, he had 
worn his brass hat as 
though: it were the cap 
of a man with one pip, 


i j 








one sophisticated friend 
to tell her that such a 
step as this was false and 
might be fatal. ... The 
way out was to stand for 
one more moment and 
look as though her escort 
were late or had _ been 
obliged to go to the tele- 
phone, and then face the 
fact that in her utter an! 
appalling ignorance she 
had made a_ mistake, 
slip away, drive back to 
that dismal Terrace and 
change into her Cinder- 
ella clothes. Ecstasy ap- 
proaching madness must 


have made her suppose 
that all she had to do 
was to sail into this 


hotel in Lady Feo’s frock 
and all the rest would 
follow—that looking, as 
well as feeling, “a lady” 
now and loving like a 
woman something would 
go .out from her soul, a 


little call, and Fallaray 
would rise and go to her 
Mr. Fallaray ... the 
Savoy. They were far, 
far out of her reach. Her 
heart was in her bor- 
rowed shoes. And then 
she became aware of 
Chalfont, met his eyes 
and saw in them sym- 


pathy and concern and 
understanding. And what 
was more, she knew this 
man. Yes, she did. He 
was no stranger—she had 
seen him often, that very 
day. It was a rescue 
A friendly smile curled 
up her lips. 


HALFONT main- 
tained his balance 
Training told. He gave 
it fifty seconds, fifty ex- 
traordinary seconds dur- 
ing which he asked him- 
self, “Is she—or not?” 
Decided not by a unani- 
mous vote, he went across 
to her and bowed. “I’m 
awfully afraid that some- 
thing must have hap- 
pened. Can I be of use 
to you?” 
“I’m longing for aspar- 








and they loved him for 
that, and any day and 
any night would cheer- 
fully have followed him to hell. Many of them 
had called him “Beauty Chalfont,” which had 
made him uncomfortable. It was better than 
“Bloody” Chalfont or “Butcher” Chalfont—ad- 
jectives that had been rather too freely applied to 
some of his brother brigadiers. So far as the 
majority ot passers-by was concerned this man, 
to whom so many hands had gone up in salute 
and who had turned out to be a born soldier, was, 
like other demobilized officers all over the coun- 
try, of no account—a nobody, his name and his 
services forgotten. 


HE pre-war cheeriness which had belonged to 

the Savoy was absent now. Chorus ladies and 
Guards officers, baby-faced foreign office clerks 
and members of the Bachelors, famous artists and 
dramatists and the ubiquitous creatures who put 
together the musical potpourris of the town, beau- 
tiful ladies of doubtful reputation and highly re- 
spectable ones without quite so much beauty no 


And then Chalfont made the plunge. “Madame de Brézé—Mr. Fallaray.” 


21st Lancers in those days, drawing a generous 
allowance from the old man and squeezing every 
ounce of fun out of life. The years between had 
brought him up against the sort of realities that 
he did not care to think about when left without 
companionship and _ occupation—two younger 
brothers dead and nearly all his pals.... Just 
as he was about to go down the stairs and be con- 
ducted to one of the small tables in the draught 
he saw a girl in a black cloak with touches of 
silver on it, standing alone, large-eyed, her butter- 
colored hair gleaming in the light, and caught his 
breath. “Jumping Joseph,” he said to himself, 
“look at that,” and was rooted to the floor. 

It was Lola, as scared as a child in the middle 
of traffic, a rabbit among a pack of hounds, ask- 
ing herself, cold and hot by turns, what she had 
done—Oh, what—by coming to that place with 
no one to look after her, wishing and wishing that 
the floor would open up and let her into a tunnel 
which would lead her out to the back room of the 


agus,’ said Lola in the 
manner of an old friend 

“That’s perfectly sim- 
ple,” said Chalfont, blinking just once. “I'm 
alone, you’re alone, and asparagus ought to be 
good just now.” ‘ 

“Suppose we go in, then,” said Lola, delicately 
exultant, her blood dancing, her eyes all free from 
fright. She was perfectly happy in the presence 
of this man, because she recognized in him im- 
mediately a modern version of the chevalier who 
had so frequently brought bonbons to her room 
at Versailles which overlooked the backyard of 
Queen’s Road, Bayswater. 

“My name’s Chalfont, Peter Chalfont.” 
conventionality sat on his shoulders. 

“IT know,” she said and added without a mo- 


A rigid 


ment’s hesitation, “I am Madame de Brézé.’ 
pte And then she knew how she knew. How 
useful was the 7Jatler. Before the war, during 


the war, after the war, the eyes of this man had 
stared at her from its pages in the same spirit of 
protection. That very afternoon she had paused 
at his photograph taken (Continued on page 78) 
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AN ARCHITECT’S HOUSE THAT FORETELLS THE 
METAMORPHOSIS OF OLD NEW YORK 








Above is shown the living-room of 
Mr. James E. Casale’s apartments, 
comprising the two upper floors of 
his Sutton Place residence. The 
elimination of partitions here has 
transformed the old construction 
into a dignified, spacious room, re- 
flecting a strong Italian influence. 


At the left, the conservatory with 
its corner fountain, where origi- 
nally were the inside bedrooms of 
an old-fashioned apartment, pro- 
vides a_ delightful entrance-way 
into the dining-room, through iron 
grilles. Adjoining the dining-room, 
at the right, is a well-equipped 
kitchen and pantry. Through the 
open doors, shown in the illustra- 
tion, the vista affords a glimpse of 
the living-room at the front of the 
house, with its long casement win- 
dows overlooking the East River, a 
block away. On the floor above, 
ate the rooms which complete 
the full complement necessary 
for comfortable living. The two 
lower floors of the house, with a 
slightly different arrangement of 
rooms and stairway, are also de- 
snc mae voted to _ residential purposes. 




















Photographs by Charlotte Fairchild 
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Of the many beautiful estates situ- 
ated in the Green Spring Valley, 
and other outlying suburbs of Bal- 
timore, there is none more impres- 
sive than this fine example of 
Tudor architecture, with its sur- 
rounding acres of woodland. The 
great oak-paneled hall, illustrated 
above, constitutes the living-room. 


At the right is the Jacobean din- 
ing-room, in which the paneled 
walls and over-mantel repeat the 
decorative treatment of the Great 
Hall. In a connecting wing—a cas- 
tellated tower commanding a dis- 
tant view of Baltimore—the chil- 
dren’s dining-room serves, as well, as 
a breakfast-room for general use. 


DR. 


The Great Hall opening into the entrance hallway of the house. 


WALTER F. WICKES’ 


at 


Brooklandville, 





RESIDENCE 
Md. 


Photographs by Schuyler Cartaret Lee 
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THE DARLING DILETTANTE 


There is a simulation of intelligence, just 
there is a simulation of virtue.” 
Remy de Gourmont 


IANA was a modern girl. Everything 
about her—from her gowns to her 
views on art—was the dernier cri. 
Therefore, she had ceased being a 


Flapper. 

Since the tumult and the 
shouting were growing indistinct upon 
the public’s weary ears, be.ng a Flap- 
per had quite lost its zest. The bobbed 
hair, the brazen cigaret, the bold swig 

f gin (oft downed with a wry grim- 
ace) in some parked car outside a 
country club—no longer were the 
fashion. The Flapper had passed on. 
A colorful figure, toddling with a cer- 
tain éclat across the stage of our post- 
bellum comedy, she had faded into 
that dim past peopled by ghosts of 
The Gibson Girl, The Bloomered Lady 
Cyclist, The Puffed Sleeve Girl of the 
1890’s—and other dear departed types. 

Diana, who kept at all times a finger 
on the public pulse, was among, the 
first to shed the poses and posturings 
of the Flapper. But a young girl must 
have attitudes: indeed, new attitudes 
are quite as essential as new hats—a 
truth which Diana realized her first 
season out. Therefore she changed— 
with one graceful gesture—from débu- 
tante to dilettante 
PROM the ashes of the débutante 

rose, phcenix-like, the dilettante. 
Gone was the studied naiveté; the 
bobbed hair was allowed to grow, skil- 
fully coifed in hair-nets; the cigaret 
became casual; the gin and the parked car ceased 
to catch her fancy—and one observed the new 
Diana, outrageously pretty, as always, striding 
along the streets of Levelston, clutching to her 
breast a copy of The Atlantic Monthly. 

Levelston is Chicago’s most self-conscious sub- 
urb: a borough of shady streets and sprawling 
mansions of Chicago Renaissance architecture. 
There is a church or an ugly brick apartment 


By GENE MARKEY 


trated by Ralph Barton 


house on every corner, and the movies do not 
operate on Sunday. The old families of Level- 
ston—meaning those who have dwelt there over 
ten years, and can afford more than one motor- 
car—are absurdly pompous. They labor under a 
delusion of Illinois aristocracy. The women take 
themselves seriously and go in heavily for women’s 
clubs: the men take the 8:10 train for Chicago. 





Freddy discovered them silently staring off into space. 


Diana belonged to one of the old families. Her 
father was a bald, stuffy little man—a lawyer in 
the city, of the firm of Tanner & Hatch. Mrs. 
Hatch was plump and wore glasses, and wanted 
to know about everybody’s family. Family was 
her specialty. (Her own father had been a 
plumber in Dubuque, Iowa, but twenty years of 
pretentious living in Levelston had made of her 
a grande dame.) 


The daughter of these eminent Levelstonians 
was, as we have intimated, inordinately lovely to 
look upon, and blessed with more than her share 
of charm. Indeed, during her recently renounced 
Flapper days there had been no damsel in Level- 
ston or Chicago so much sought-after, cut in on 
or talked about: and verily, these are the marks 
of popularity. But upon taking the veil of dilet- 
tantism her mode de vie had changed 
entirely: somewhat to the consterna- 
tion of her parents, the gloom oi 
young Freddy Titheridge, and the de- 
light of Roland Sedgwick Plummer. 

Freddy was a good-looking scion of 
wealth, and had been the favored 
suitor of the season: a youth who 
drove a barking Stutz, parted his hair 
in the middle and knew all the right 


people. Intellectually, however, he 
had no rating. He could not have 
told you who wrote the Iliad, or 


whether Benvenuto Cellini was an ar- 
tist or an opera singer; and he had 
never heard of Knut Hamsun. 

So when Diana put aside the old 
god Pleasure, and set up in its place 
the new god Culture—Freddy’s star 
waned. And in stepped Roland Sedg- 
wick Plummer. 


NOW. Levelston, in addition to being 
a suburb of quiet streets and neo- 
aristocracy, is the habitat of many 
“authors” (common, or garden-party 
variety), ranging in assortment from 
minor novelists of fame, to maiden 
ladies who “do” children’s stories that 
are never published. Roland Sedg- 
wick Plummer came somewhere in the 
middle of the category. He was tall 
and thin, and took himself very seri- 
ously. His hair was always a trifle longer than 
necessary, and he wore eye-glasses with a dang- 
ling black cord. It had been his ambition to 
write novels like Zola’s. Indeed, he had written 
several. But for some reason or other they had 
not been sufficiently like Zola’s to warrant pub- 
lication. So Roland wrote detective stories. 
Diana was still fond of Freddy, but she had 
convinced herself that Roland appealed to her 
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sthetic sense. The fact that she had not been 
aware of possessing an esthetic sense up to two 
months ago had nothing to do with the case. Fre- 
quently these latent developments of esthetic 
senses are the most complex and bothersome. 

Diana, you see, had read somewhere that a wave 
f awakening interest in culture was sweeping over 
the land, and she had determined to ride the 

ave. Culture as an attitude she found extremely 
vratifying. It somehow gave a little fillip to her 
vanity as nothing before had. Thus it came about 
that her chief aim in life was to have people con- 
ider her an intellectual. And to this end she had 
issiduously cultivated Roland Sedgwick Plummer 

who was able to teach her many tricks. 

She had learned, for instance, that ’twas quite 
innecessary to read a new book, so long as one read 
the current reviews. In consequence she spent 
most of her mornings perusing book-reviews in 
the newspapers, that she might spend her after- 
noons putting forth these pilfered opinions as her 
own. 


UT literature was not her only accomplishment. 

Indeed not. Her interest in modern art, to 
hear her talk about it, was little short of pro- 
digious. “Twas her wont, when in Chicago for 
shopping, to stroll up the Avenue, stopping before 
every art store window for long, ecstatic inspec- 
tions of the new prints on display. Though on 
many occasions, as she stood apparently entranced 
before a window full of etchings, the close (and 
perhaps, uncharitable) observer might have noted 





that she was, in reality, remarking her own re- 
flection .in the glass. Forsooth, a clever damsel 
was Diana. 


N music, as well as in literature and art, she 

professed a vaulting enthusiasm. Being a dilet- 
tante enabled her to utter glibly names of cele- 
brated tenors and composers—until one would 
have believed that she never missed a night at the 
opera, nor an afternoon at the symphony con- 
certs. Yet two months before she would have 
been incapable of distinguishing the Poet and 
Peasant Overture from O Sole Mio. After all, the 
secret of dilettantism lay in keeping up appear- 
ances: assuming the proper attitudes at the 
proper times. Acting. Always acting. Thus, in 
this new comedy of Diana’s, Roland Sedgwick 
Plummer came to play a prominent réle. Him- 
self a devotee of the arts, he was just the sort of 
suitor her esthetic posturings demanded. 

And all this to the dismay of Freddy Tither- 
idge. Of late—that is, to employ Freddy’s in- 
dignant words, ever since Diana had “gone cuckoo 
over all this high-brow stuff’—callers (including 
Freddy) at the Hatch home in Levelston had 
found Mr. Plummer and his black-corded eye- 
glasses holding forth on the veranda morning, 
noon, and night. At first he had appeared always 
with an armful of books, and frequently his hol- 
low voice had been heard reading aloud to Diana. 
Freddy himself had, on two occasions, blundered 
upon them thus engaged. He had not minded 
that so much. Plummer, as long as he kept on 


a Sn ee Be 





All this flashed across Diana’s mind as she got to her feet and stared down at the battle in the ditch. 
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reading aloud, could do little harm. But 
after a time there came a subtle change over the 
relations between Diana and the author. And 
one afternoon Freddy, venturing unannounced into 
the sunny garden, discovered them sitting side by 
side upon an Italian stone bench, silently staring 
off into space. And Plummer was holding Diana's 
hand. 

This dénouement had alarmed young Mr. Tith- 
eridge. He experienced an uncomfortable feel- 
ing that he had lost Diana for all time. Plummer, 
with his silly gabble about books and pictures and 
everything, possessed some sort of an unfair ad- 
vantage. Freddy could not understand it. 

Yet, because he worshiped Diana with a fierce, 
primitive worship that fitted his intetlectual de- 
velopment, he despaired not. 


“T SEE,” droned Mr. Hatch from behind his 
evening paper, “I see there have been a num- 
ber of hold-ups on the roads around here lately.” 
Mrs. Hatch sat serenely at an escritoire across 
the room, scribbling with a scratchy pen a report 
on something or other to be read at the next 
meeting of the Woman’s Club. 

“Is that so?” she replied absently, not having 
heard what her spouse had said. 

“Seems to be getting dangerous,” went on Mr 
Hatch, the polished top of his bald head glisten- 
ing in the lamp-light, “for people to motor at 
night—out Dempster Street and that way... .” 

Putting down his paper he glanced over at 
Diana, who sat curled (Continued on page 102) 
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WHATEVER THE NATIONALITY 
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Transformations from Manuel 


A sleek, black twist of hair, a toreador lock plastered to each cheek, 
and we have a coiffure worthy of the Spanish shawl (from 
Bergdorf Goodman) and the Spanish lace fan (from Bendel). 


DRESSING 


HERE have been women—we all know 

their names—whom the world still talks 

of because of their supreme talent in dress 

—la Pompadour, Vigée le Brun, de Tallien, 

Josephine, Eugénie. There are not many 

of them; genius here is as rare as in other 
fields. One to a generation would be more than 
we have had. But perfection was theirs—to the 
last little plume of hair that blew from a coiffure; 
ta the last little invisible bow that tied a delicate 
undergarment. Some of them might have been 
great artists in other fields had they chosen, and 
more than one of them was. As Whistler paused 
before a canvas, ruminating the exact position of 
a star, then, with a single deft stroke, placed it 
just where God would have, so one of these rare 
women stood before her mirror, contemplating 
the placing of a jewel; then, with the assurance of 
those who create heavens and landscapes, hung 
it in the one perfect spot. 





the 


HAIR 


MARIE LYONS 


to 
By 


And of all the objects of their exquisite pains- 
taking, none was more important than the coif- 
fure. Even the most fastidious éégante of to-day 
could scarcely conceive the meticulous care lav- 
ished upon a coiffure in practically all ages but 
our own. The most studied effects of to-day are 
a matter of—well, perhaps an hour’s time—only 
the sixty subtle minutes Venus spent upon a 
single hair. But glance for a moment at the lever 
of “la petite Etioles’’—at last no longer “la petite” 
but “la grande Pompadour,”’ most famous of all 
the mistresses of Louis XV. 


HERE was a woman who created a peer and a 

fashion every day—la robe Pompadour to- 
day; to-morrow, le pompon, the little rose with 
which she touched off so many heart-breaking 
costumes; and the next day, perhaps, la pompa- 
dour itselfi—the coiffure to which nations and 
centuries, men and women have succumbed... . 


SUIT 


the GOWN 


A softly drawn curtain, a suffusion of yellow 
light, a miniature bark, a delicate yawn, a faint 
stirring among brocaded covers, and Madame and 
her two poodles rise from the same bed. 

“Bon jour, Marie. Il fait beau aujourd’ hui?” 

“Bon jour, Madame. Ah, oui, Madame.” 

The rosy negligée, the plump cushions, the lacy 
cap, the kisses for the two poodles, the cup of 
chocolate, and la Pompadour blinks happily at a 
new day of conquests. 

Tap, tap. 

“Entrez.” 

Enter Monsieur Jacques Guay, who kisses the 
pink nails of his patroness, herself an etcher and 
engraver of a talent approaching his own. 

Tap, tap. 

“Entrez.” 

Enter Monsieur Voltaire, who owes this more 
than queen more than he does all the rest of the 
world. 
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THERE IS A COIFFURE TO MATCH 











Russian again is this high-peaked head-dress of 
silver cloth veiled with a mist of black tulle—a 
nocturne in black and silver. One might thus 
emphasize the faintest Russian accent in one’s 
gown or wrap. Of spotless ermine with a sharp 
line of tails down the back and a deep fringe of 
black silk and white is this wrap from Revillon. 














Posed 
by 
Carlotta 

Monterey 


(Right) It was such a 
head-dress as this that 
the exquisite Josephine 
introduced when _ she 
abolished forever the 
high and powdered wig, 
and initiated the many 
slim, sweet ways of 
dressing the hair that 
made her beauty famous. 





(Lower right) When 
worn with the Greek 
evening gown that holds 
an envied place in the 
mode this season, this 
round coiffure, fitting the 


















head like a sleek cap, 
and encircled with a bril- 
liantly jeweled bandeau, 
would add great charm. 


Head-dress from Gilbert Clark 


Tap, tap.... Enter Messieurs Boucher, Greuze, and Vanloo; le Comte de 
Clermont, le Comte de Maurepas—a notable lever, even for Madame de 
Pompadour. 

Enter, last of all, most ceremonious and pompous of all, Monsieur Doyé, hair- 
dresser, who has just, for the third time that winter, killed a pair of horses 
driving to this appointment—Doyé, who for so many years refused to dress la 
Pompadour’s hair because she was not of noble birth—Doyé, conquered at last 
by the conqueror of kings and armies. 


SURROUNDED by artists and lords, the great man begins his work. Madame, 

seated between him and a mirror, suggests, approves, appeals to her courtiers 
for advice. The favorite of the moment is permitted to try the effect of a curl 
here, in the curve of the neck; Greuze suggests—a triumph!—a pompon over the 
left ear. He could not have placed it better on his canvas. Boucher, to mark 
the lovely line of a cheek, hangs a slender jewel in each ear. And finally, the 
King himself, who enters at the last moment of these three eventful hours, is 
permitted—and his, of course, is the greatest triumph of all—to place a mouche 
beneath a piquant eye. 

Three hours! .. . a mere nothing! And the coiffure of la Pompadour was a 
thing of childish simplicity compared to the magnificent (Concluded on page 110) 


Two head-dresses 
from 
Herman Patrick Tappé 
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THE 


graphs by Arnold Genthe 

Here the color unites the two pieces of 
this Molyneux — the 
gown of rose and silver brocade with its 


evening costume - 


train of silver lace and the deeper rose 
velvet wrap with its silver lining and 
appliqué of silver braid over the shoul- 
ders. The dress is a slim princess sheath 


in front and its train blouses fashionably. 


HERE is an air of premeditation about 

a matching wrap and gown for evening 

wear that is very pleasing. It looks so- 

phisticated, harmonious and _ expensive. 

One has planned to please—not merely 

stumbled upon a pleasing effect, and if 
one has planned carefully, the result is unrivaled. 
In other seasons we have seen an _ occasional 
matching wrap and gown, but this season it is a 
mode of importance. At their recent openings the 
French designers showed a number of these com- 
plete costumes, both garments cut from one strip 
of material, trimmed alike, and made on the same 
lines. In other costumes there would be but one 
connecting link between the two—the color, per- 
haps, or the trimming. If the color is the bond, 
it is better, in order to avoid monotony, to have 
two shades of the color; or to have the material 
of one garment plain and the other brocaded; or 
to use the same tone in two dissimilar materials 
The Molyneux costume above illustrates the com- 
bination of a pale rose color for the dress and a 
deeper rose for the wrap, and likewise the use of 


NEWEST DEVELOPMENT 


Costumes from THURN 
White and black, even to the fan, is 
this complete costume of crépe ro- 


main, black velvet and white caracul. 


a brocade for one piece of the costume and a vel- 
vet for the other. The Renée costume shows two 
shades of the same color on dissimilar fabrics— 
velvet and crépe 

When the two garments are exactly matched, as 
in the Miguet costume opposite, an effect of 
youthful simplicity, charming for a débutante, is 
obtained. In the dress and wrap of Gobelin 
tapestry brocade, there is so much richness and 
variety in the fabric itself that any elaboration of 
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IN EVENING 


- 
Decorations from Wanamaker 


This matching wrap and gown are 
linked by The 
violet crépe romain dress hangs in four 
irregular trains. Down them and around 
the broad girdle run bands of overlap- 
ping violet and silver-flecked sequins. 
The deeper violet velvet wrap is lined 
with sable. Costume from Renée 


wo shades of violet. 


design or trimming would be unpleasing; and the 
antiquity and beauty of the material forbids the 
artist tampering with it. It can only be rever- 
ently shaped to the simplest chemise with no 
trimming but a low, metal girdle and a band of 
taupe wolf at the hem. The wrap, likewise, is 
just one lovely, straight width of the fabric, lined 
with a rich, rust-colored velvet to throw the dress 
into relief. 

And this year a costume is not entirely com- 
plete without its matching head-dress. A wreath 
of rose leaves, matching the rose-pink of the 
dress, is bound about the head when one wears 
the rose-pink costume opposite; a bit of the 
gleaming silver brocade that fashions the wrap is 
shaped to a head-dress that tapers from a Russian 
peak in front to two slim ends that tie in back, 
to wear with the silver wrap opposite; and a 
gorgeous mass of richly colored fruits in a com- 
position that gives them a lovely bloom is used 
for the head-dress to be worn with the Pangon 
wrap. 

M..z. 
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DRESS 


Matched to the last rose is this 
Viguet costume of rose-pink 
répe romain. The dress hangs 


921 


in points from a girdle of fat 
roses of self material, and the 
wrap from a matching ruff. 


Rianssaiatllteluesnceetienatiecinated 2 EET 


IS THE 


(Right) Like a night of stars is 
this wrap from Madeleine and 
Madeleine—a sweep of silver 
brocade, lined with night-blue 
velvet; a paler blue gown; and 
a head-dress like a silver moon. 


Decorations 
from 
Dikran 
Kelekian 


MATCHING 


Po sea 
hy 
Polly 
Platt 


(Left) A Pangon wrap of white 
velvet, coral lined, with a but- 
terfly across the back caught in 
delicate webs of black and beige 
batik, forms a dazzling back- 
ground for a white velvet dress. 


A few gorgeous. yards of Gobe- 
lin tapestry brocade were con- 
secrated to this costume—a fab- 
ric so lovely that it was merely 
sewed intoachemise and a cape 
and banded with taupe wolf. 
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PEGGY HOYT GIVES THIS SEASON’S EVENINGS 
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The Terrace Dining-room at the Plaza. 


It is a lovely season, when a gown can do such breath-taking and charm- 
ing things with its sleeves. The gown itself is slim and black satin, and 
has a rather slender little pointed train falling over the left hip. But the 
sleeves—they are of vivid green chiffon, long and trailing, and reminiscent 
of the romantic moyen dge, as so many successful sleeves are nowadays. 


Velvet of a delicious pale flesh color, as charming a foil for white skin as 
has ever been discovered, is used for this sleeveless gown. The gown is all 
very simple as to bodice, but forgets its simplicity in the loveliness of a 
crystal-embroidered skirt, dotted with tails of ermine. A great chou of 
the velvet stands out from the left hip and trails a long pointed end. 


Orchid-tinted lace falls in a straight veil down the back of this Layers and layers of caramel-colored net—that melting, caramel color 
orchid satin frock, and orchid-colored lace forms the bodice. A deli- that is becoming to blonde and brunette alike—form the skirt, and 
cate vine of flowers, in shades of orchid, develops the theme of the bodice is of caramel-colored net over flesh-colored satin. The 
orchid color and supplies the high-light for the front of the frock. lovely tarnished gold color is accented by a wide girdle of cloth of 


This color harmony gives the gown remarkable distinction. gold, with a flutter of gold ribbon at one side at the waist-line. 
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DECIDED PICTORIAL BEAUTY AND BRILLIANCE) 

















, 
‘ 
4 


FELON Os 





In the “Age of Innocence” white tulle appeared in the evening, garnished 
with white flowers. In the sketch above, white tulle, with its same im- 
maculate charm, has a cabochon of brilliants and pearls on the bodice. 


The gorgeous black and gold spirit of this gown is achieved by black net 
scalloped on the edges, and given great gold chrysanthemums caught up 
by a gold girdle. It has the lovely romantic movement now so well favored. 


This is a gown that really should be seen in color in order to form an 
adequate idea of its loveliness. The flesh-colored brocaded velvet of 
which it is made is fitted to a slim bodice onto which the skirt is gathered. 


Filmy white silk lace and tulle, used together, form a bouffant skirt Probably no two materials can achieve the romance and the extreme 
and fall in long points at the ankles; filmy white lace and tulle form eighteenth century court beauty sort of loveliness that black velvet 
a sleeveless and merely briefly indicated tulle bodice. With the addi- and ermine combined can produce. The fitted bodice of this gown 
tion of a pastel-colored corsage bouquet, it is the lovely, aristocratic, has ermine drawn about its quaint shoulders like a fichu, and the 


sweeping-into-the-room sort of frock that is always flattering. same romantically quaint idea is insisted upon by the full skirt. 
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No one surpasses Lanvin in the 
interpretation of the simple and 
picturesque, young and primitive. 
Therefore, who could better con- 
vey the spirit of the Russian 
peasantry? Down the front of 
a black chiffon dress runs a pat- 
terning of red, crystal and black 
beads on beige chiffon. The hat 
is a gorgeous affair, all pearls and 
brilliant beads on cloth-of-silver, 
that would strike a peasant girl 
dumb with desire. Hat from Lanvin. 


Over a suit of shining armor, 
made all of cloth-of-silver, slips a 
blue tricotine coat such as the 
Russians wear against their white 
winters—an affair of many alter- 
nating bands of silver embroidery 
and great rolled pads of the 
serge itself which give an ulster- 
like, almost clumsy bulkiness to 
the garment. Over the surface 
wheel great disks of elaborate 
silver embroidery A Lucien 


Lelong model imported by Tappé. 
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ITS EMBROIDERY 


Below: a Beer dress of 
blue serge brightly 
touched with red 
cloth and steel disks 
overlapping to form 
a narrow belt. The 
naive collar and puffed 
sleeves of the guimpe, 
pricked with scarlet 
embroidery, and the 
hat, in its vivid col- 
oring—purples ming- 
ling with greens and 
reds and blues—are 
further evidences of 
peasant origin. Hats 
on this page from Her- 
man Patrick Tappé 
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THE PEASANT SMOCK ENTERS THE MODE 
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_ ‘ 7 On the shapeless lines of the peasant smock Babani has — 
designed a melting thing of creamy linen, loosely woven, re Sct tg 
with patches of embroidery in red, green, blue and orange. 










Though it is of red velvet embroidered in gold with a skunk 
sash, it still expresses the peasantry in its wrinkling bodice 
and full skirt, loose sleeves and round neck; from Drécoll 


Its open yoke and flowing sleeves of magenta chiffon banded 
with dark blue silk braid, giving the effect of a guimpe, are 
its memories of peasantry. Drécoll model of blue serge. 











Photographs by Maurice Goldberg 
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WRAPS THAT REFLECT AN OLD-WORLD FEELING 














1 wrap may go in for almost any contrasting 
sleeves it feels belong to its type this season, 
just as gowns may be positively temperamental 
on the subject in order to achieve their effects. 
This wrap of dark blue duvetyn, designed by 
E. M. A. Steinmetz, has sleeves and collar of 
bands of gray suéde, put together with small 
nickel rings. Of course, it is as medieval of it 
as possible—that linked chain armor effect. 


Matelassé cloth, woven in Rodier’s most ex- 
quisite manner, is used for this coat that man- 
ages to convey a Chinese impression by having 
its collar and cuffs of black kid caracul com- 
bined with Chinese red crépe de Chine. It is 
a wrap to be worn over the simple black after- 
noon frock to give it character, and to add to 
the black theme the touch of red that Paris 
The hat is of black plush. 


finds so necessary. 








Long wide sleeves, the sort an Oriental wears 
on his favorite burnoose, are made of sealskin 
and give a marvelous accent note to a wrap 
of gray duvetyn that is otherwise untrimmed 
and very simple in its sweep of line. The 
sealskin collar leads right up to a little oriental 
turban of sealskin, pierced with a shining 


lacquered quill. This is a particularly good 
wrap for days when a fur coat is too heavy. 
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GOWNS THAT ARE PROUD OF THEIR SLEEVES 





























(Upper left) Dark blue velvet, made with the 
slim straight silhouette, has sleeves of filet net 
trimmed with point de Venice lace—lovely 
sleeves in a season when a sleeve must be very 
clever to excite any comment. (Upper right) 
Miss Steinmetz has given to a Van Dyke 
brown velvet frock an old portrait quality 
by a deep V of écru net and sleeves of 
Margot lace. The hat is of brown velvet. 











(Group at extreme right) Sleeves beautifully 
embroid. red in gold and silver and red and 
gray are the center of interest of a dark blue 
velvet gown, and blue silk embroidery stripes 
the skirt down the sides. Worn with this is a 
blue velvet hat trimmed with squirrel tails. 
Black chiffon embroidered with gold thread has 
an over-skirt and bodice of brown velvet. 
Green and gold balls make vivid the sash. 











(Group at lower left) All that is left of a man- 
darin sleeve—a narrow ribbon of garnet chif- 
fon gives flair to a gown of dark blue satin 
embroidered in roses in garnet. Mink fur 
around the neck gives a soft warmth to the 
gown. The-blue velvet hat has a single red 
rose on its brim. Velvet and net embroidered 
together form the detail on this black chiffon 
gown; the black hat flings out a black fancy. 
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At last we reached the Fathers’ Stone: the giant blocks of basalt gleamed through the semi-darkness. 


VAN ZANTEN’S HAPPY DAYS 


AS TOLD BY LAURIDS BRUUN 


Episode Three—Conclusion 


SCORTED by my friends 
Tongu and Toko, I went 
to the king’s house to ask 
for Ali’s hand. 

We took gifts for Long 
White-Ears: a pair of 
yellow flannel pants with black 
stripes, and a pair of white silk 
braces with blue stitches. They had 
been my pride long ago in Batavia 
As we turned from the highway 
towards the royal residence, Wa- 
huja came sneaking towards us 
He seemed always to know before- 
hand what was happening in the 
village. 
I could see by his very walk, as 
he came limping forward on his 
sore feet, his skinny knees knock- 


ing against one another, that he knew our errand, 


and its importance 


He was wearing my uncle’s gold 


spectacles, 


With Illustrations by C. Le Roy Baldridge 


Episodes One and Two—Long ago and far away occurred these actual 
adventures of Pieter Adriaan Van Zanten, in the South Sea Islands 
before they had been discovered by so many literary adventurers, when 
in their tropical blaze they cradled a civilization, or lack of it—that 
was like the world’s youth. And Van Zanten, too, was young. He 
fell in love with the king’s youngest daughter. 

“So commenced that wonderful love,’ wrote Van Zanten, “a love 
which bound us, utter strangers, together, disregarding and defying 
nineteen centuries of so-called civilization—bound us together for the 
whole of our lives—for the whole of her life. For I had determined 
to marry Ali, the king’s daughter.” 

Then Van Zanten—they do these things a little differently in the South 
Seas—had to buy Ali from the king in order to marry her. And the 
price asked was a heavy one. So they bargained—amusingly, unbe- 
lievably, grotesquely. But let Van Zanten himself tell you of it! 


plauded Ali’s choice, it was impossible now to 
wring from him one approving glance. 
Quite the reverse. The cunning rat scratched 


protection 
warmth ? 


sisted—as if skin, not marriage, 
were being discussed. “It does not 
wash off in the rain!’ he added 
viciously, as an important after- 
thought. 

I remarked that it was unfortu- 
nate that Wahuja did not approve 
of my plan, for otherwise I had 
brought one or two trifles I had in- 
tended to offer him as a reward 
for his inconvenience in laying the 
matter before the king. 

Toko opened the basket. The 
braces and trousers were produced. 
I held them up before Wahuja’s 
ancient eyes in all their tempting 
length. In spite of himself he could 
not conceal his desire for this new 
finery. His trembling fingers fum- 
bled over the soft wool; his spec- 
tacles gleamed on the white silk, 


as he sniffed the braces from one end to the other. 

Would not the wise Wahuja try what excellent 
they were for elderly legs needing 
I showed him how to put them on. It 





which he always donned on important occasions, 
believing evidently that they not only sharpened 
his eyes, but also his wits. 

He stopped a short distance away and beckoned 
us into the shadow of the pisang tree. His small 
crafty eyes swept hastily over my person, my es- 
cort, and the basket Toko was carrying. His 
toothless gums worked ceaselessly; he elevated his 
hairy right ear. I told him my mission. But 
though he had from the beginning warmly ap- 


his donkey ears thoughtfully, as though he had 
a most criminal case to deal with. 

“Has the Rich Giver considered,” he said after 
a period of gum chewing, “the fact that he is a 
foreigner, and, in addition, possesses a false skin?” 

I pointed out that I had only followed his own 
wise advice, and that my appearance was in con- 
sequence identical with that of every respectable 
Mahura man. 

“But the king’s daughter has real skin,” he per- 


was a difficult job, but we succeeded at last, Tongu 
and Toko lifting him up bodily while I stuck his 
stiff legs through. 

He was tremendously impressed upon looking 
down and seeing his black-striped limbs. I then 
fastened the braces on and showed him the won- 
derful mechanism with the round flat buttons— 
he called them mussels—for fitting into the holes 
in the braces. When he saw that they could be 
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lengthened or shortened so that the trousers could 
pull up right over his sunken stomach; when he 
noticed how the warmth began to tickle—his 
mouth opened silently almost to his hairy ears, 
exposing his leathery, toothless gums. It was the 
first and only time I ever saw Wahuja laugh. 

I then ventured a witticism. 

“Now that the wise Wahuja himself wears a 
false skin, he cannot blame the foreigner for his 
skin not being real.” 

Wahuja failed to appreciate my humor, and 
contented himself by 
remarking that he 
would do what he 
could for the Rich 
Criver. 


H« made us wait 

beneath the ve- 
randa until he had 
shown off his finery 
to the king, and ex- 
plained our business 
in detail. 

There followed a 
long delay, probably 
occupied in settling 
details of the price, 
and in arraying His 
Majesty in reception 
clothes. When at last 
we entered, Wahuja 
directed me to lead 
the way, with Tongu 
some paces behind, 
while he ordered 
Toko to sit just out- 
side the door. 

“This will be an ex- 
pensive business,” I 
thought, “with all this 
ceremony.” 

We greeted the king 
obsequiously, as he 
sat on his mat in most 
solemn state—his little 
white parade ax over 
his shoulder and betel- 
basket on his arm. 
The straw hat, too, 
was on his head, while 
behind him stood a 
young girl holding the 
umbrella over his head 
in place of the usual 
fan. 

He looked dignified 


and good - humored, 
but not nearly so 
friendly as on the last 
occasion. 

“This will be -a 
terrible expense,” I 
thought again; “the 


old hypocrite has put 
him up to it.” 


AS before, the queen 
AY sat on a separate 
mat slightly to the 
rear, but Wahuja was 
now right in the fore- 
ground — indeed, al- 
most in front of the 
king. Obviously it was 
he who would conduct 
the negotiations. 

After the king had 
offered us betel, and 
we had chewed and 
expectorated for the 
correct length of time. 
he said suddenly: “What does the Rich Giver 
desire of the king?” 

“Rich Giver,” and the use of the third person 
were very bad signs. 

Phrasing my words carefully, I said that the 
poor stranger who ate from the king’s hand on 
this happy island had presumed to fix his eyes 
upon the king’s daughter; and that he desired 
above all things to buy her as his wife, in order 
thereby to provide His Majesty with numerous 
descendants to perpetuate his most honorable line- 
age and be heavy tax-payers to the royal treasury. 

I had rehearsed my speech on the previous 
evening before Tongu, who had approved of it 
all except that he advised the substitution of “tax- 
payers” for “warriors,” the latter expression being, 
in his opinion, obsolete. 

The king chewed awhile on his last piece of betel. 

“Why do my people call the foreigner ‘Brown 
Earth’ ?” he said suddenly. 

I gave Wahuja a look full of reproach for his 
ingratitude. But before I could answer the old 
man interrupted. 

“The foreigner painted his skin at my sugges- 
tion, to avoid annoyance. And ‘Brown Earth’ has, 


by so adapting himself to our customs, derived 
power over this island’s evil spirits, so that he and 
his are safe against witchcraft.” 

An extraordinary thing then happened. The 
queen, who hitherto had remained silent and mo- 
tionless, staring at me, suddenly opened her bulg- 
ing lips and exclaimed: 

“When the king’s daughter bears children to the 
foreigner they will not have real skins, but false 
ones which will wash off in the rain, and the 
king’s blood will be shamed forever and ever.” 





My knees would scarcely support me. But 
worst of all was the dull certainty in my heart. 
No words were necessary. 1 wept, and when 
Toko saw my tears,-he flung himself on 
the ground and howled like a sick hound. 


I had forgotten all about the queen; now the 
fat was in the fire with a vengeance! 

Wahuja again came to the rescue. Jealous of 
his power, he ignored the queen completely, bent 
down before the king, and said: 

“The great king can instruct the Rich Giver to 
let his spirits, who obey him and are mightier than 
ours, furnish the offspring of the king’s daughter 
with real skin.” 

I hastened to assure His Majesty that there was 
nothing the spirits of my race would like better 
than to take charge of his daughter’s offspring. 
Then, bowing to the queen, I said: 

“The queen has made the foreigner’s eyes big 
with her beauty. Never was there anything so 
pretty as the ornament round her neck,” (the silk 
handkerchief which I had given her) “but how 
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glorious would not Her Majesty appear if she 
wore a similar ornament on her glossy hair, just 
like Sha Quwin,”—here I pointed to the Madonna 
with the blue cloth round her head. “Such an 
ornament will the foreigner present to the great 
king’s beautiful queen. In addition, he will give 
her a new skin for her hands similar to the one 
worn by the wise Wahuja on his legs; but that 
skin shall be whiter than the whitest coral sand 
on the shore.” 

(My old white dancing-gloves should be just 
about her size.) 

The queen raised 
her lazy eyelids, her 
eyes bulged, and her 
mouth opened wide 
showing all her brown 
teeth. Victory was 
ours! The king re- 
laxed ceremony and 
began to look friend- 
ly. He made a fresh 
betel-plug for me and 
took one himself; 
again we chewed and 
spat for some time 
without speaking 


HEN he = said 

dropping my tire- 
some titles and speak- 
ing most familiarly: 

“And are you sure 
that you and my 
daughter are suited to 
one another?” 

By which he meant 
that once the bargain 
was struck, it would 
be useless for me to 
come to him after- 
ward complaining of 
hidden faults and 
wanting my money 
back. 

I again acquiesced 
at the same time re- 
pressing all signs of 
enthusiasm, for fear 
of inflating the price 

Had I a suitable 
house for her? 

He knew all about 
it, cunning old rascal! 
For the last fortnight 
the village had talked 
of nothing else but 
the new house and its 
magnificence. 

Tired of beating 
about the bush, I 
ventured to ask in 
level tones what was 
the price demanded 
for Ali. 





T HE king immedi- 

ately resumed his 
dignity, while Wa- 
huja slid forward on 
his mat until he sat 
between the king and 
me. 

“The king’s young- 
est daughter,” he 
croaked, “is valued at 
a hundred pokon 
tabu.” 

Good heavens! 

There followed a 
dead silence, while I 
collected my thoughts. 
I could see their eyes fixed on me in great excite- 
ment, although their faces remained quite ex- 
pressionless. 

Tongu dared not say a word, but I knew that 
he also found the price extortionate. At last I 
summoned up courage and spoke: 

“The king’s daughter is very beautiful; she is 
worth more than five white women. But for a 
hundred pokon the foreigner could buy twenty 
women of his own race. Therefore, O wise Wa- 
huja, he who came to this island as the Rich 
Giver, but who now, on account of his gifts, has 
become the Poor Giver, can offer only fifty pokor 
for the king’s youngest daughter.” 

A painful silence followed, broken only by Wa- 
huja’s gums rubbing together as he prepared his 
reply. 

But the king, losing patience, anticipated him: 

“T have heard that you possess a gun-stick only 
half the length of the ordinary one.” 

He referred to my pistol. I was struck dumb 
with amazement. I had never once used the pistol 
on the island; it had remained undisturbed in my 
sea-chest. [I don’t believe that even Tongu knew 
of its existence. (Continued on page 84) 
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A lovely brunette broods like a storm cloud over this costume typifying 
“Rain”—a costume of gray chiffon and crystal strands for raindrops. 
Then there is “Sun”—a dazzling blonde, whose costume is of strands of 
gold and orange silk and diamonds, and whose large earrings are sunflowers. 


ERTE LETS 


THEME OF 


Villa Excelsior, 
Monte Carlo, 
Monaco. 


HAT a 
strange 
fate is 
mine! 
During 
thesum- 
mer to think of 
costumes for win- 
ter and _ during 
winter, of spring 
clothes! Never to 
be able to live the 
life of a season 
during that sea- 
son, but to be 
continually a her- 
ald of the mode. 
I do not complain 
of it, but, on the 
contrary, enjoy it. 
This will explain 
to you why I have 
selected this lovely 
spot of Monte 
Carlo for my home; this place where almost per- 
petual spring causes one to lose the sense of 
definite seasons, and gives, therefore, more free- 
dom to the imagination. 
However, I am not writing these lines from 
Monte Carlo; I am now in a little town in the 





She can look through 
the 
stones that form the 
centers of the flowers. 


two of green 


HIS 


THE BAL MAS 


middle of France, called La Roche Posay, where 
I am resting for a few weeks, away from the heat 
of the South. At first, the new landscape dis- 
tracted and charmed me, but now, I miss the 
mountains, the sea, the wide expanse of country, 
in comparison with which this is but insignificant 
and monotonous. Instead of mere picturesque 
scenery, I prefer the grandeur of nature — the 
boundless space in which one almost feels the soul 
of the Creator. 


HIS is a country of great historical memories. 

The religious conflicts and the Hundred Years’ 
War have left their marks here. Before me is a 
church of the eleventh century, whose walls are 
riddled with bullets from ancient English guns. 
To-day, only one volley from a modern cannon 
would be needed to destroy such a building, and 
yet I can count hundreds of scars from shots 
which failed to shake it. Surely in those distant 
days, war was less brutal and less destructive. 
Besides these eleventh century ruins, there are 
even older landmarks here. I marvel before the 
innumerable relics of the cave-dwellers. But you 
are not interested in these, but rather in costumes 
and coiffures for the masquerade balls to which 
you are looking forward this winter. 

In this quiet place, where there is neither a 
theatre nor a cinema, nor even dancing, I muse 
on fancy-dress balls and on unusual costumes 
and mysterious masks, of which I am very fond. 
I design too many historical costumes for the 
theatre to be interested in making additional ones 
for masquerades. Besides, I do not like historical 


IMAGINATION PLAY WITH THE 


QUE 


costumes for a 
ball. In the thea- 
tre, it is another 
thing; there, I 
create costumes 
which are by no 
means a reproduc- 
tion of the fash- 
ions of the past; 
for such a repro- 
duction the col- 
laboration of Erté 
would not be nec- 





essary. I adapt _ eae 
characteristic lines \ 
of a period to the ‘ 
thought of the \ 
play, to the indi- ‘ 
viduality of the ; 
actor, and I try é 


to have the cos- 


tume express itself Gold leaves and tiny 


through its lines ay flowers form a 
and colors, just as gay } : > 

the author does mask in which 
through the lips “Spring” is disguised. 


of the hero. Such 
costumes interpret 
my ideas, by creating a certain atmosphere, quite 
necessary in drama, but not appropriate for a 
ballroom. 

At the usual masquerade, there is generally a 
hodgepodge of costumes, drawn from all periods, 
and representing all types of historical characters. 
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(Left, in small sketches) 


A cabochon on a jet 


and embroidered . green. 


(Left, large) “Morning” 


band is pressed, and this aigrette becomes a cir- 
cular fan that covers the face, shown at the ex- 
treme right. (Middle) It is a purple straw pierced 


comes, vine clad and carrying panniers of yellow 
flowers. (Right) “Day” wears the sun on her 
head and is embroidered in orange and flame. 





It always annoys me to see Catharine the Great 
talking with Queen Isabelle, or the Queen of 
Sheba flirting with Don Juan. 


F course, sometimes there are masque balls 
where only one period is reproduced, and one 
is selected which reflects characteristic costumes. 
This can always be made an artistic achievement. 
But as a rule, the settings are more varied and 
the guests are free to choose their disguises, and 
the result» is an amusing medley of colors and 
times. Haven’t you noticed that at such balls 
there is generally a number of Columbines, Pier- 
rots, Harlequins and Hindu Princesses, a mélange 
in which the better costumes are quite lost? 
What is a masque ball? Its purpose is to re- 
move the habitual mask that one wears in life, 


and to replace it, for one evening, by another 
which conceals the character of the wearer, an 
amusing disguise where truth mingles with the 
light pleasantry of the false. So, choose costumes 
and masks which will hide your customary self 
and which will show you, for a few hours, under 
another aspect. One may be gay, some serious; 
but to create such costumes, one must know be- 
forehand the personalities and the setting of the 
masked ball, in order to have one’s costume in spirit. 

Let us replace the musty costumes of history 
by others taken from the inexhaustible treasury 
of nature, and which we can vary without end, 
according to the personal characteristics of the 
wearer. 

Here is “Morning,” composed of foliage and 
flowers, with dewdrops falling from her coiffure 


to the leaves and blossoms. Or “Day,” bathed in 
sunshine, with a huge coiffure of golden beads, 
in a dazzling disk, like the sun. Or “Evening,” 
with its setting sun, lighting up with its last rays 
the afternoon sky, already clouded. The veil- 
mask worn with this costume also suggests the 
dying day. 

Or finally, “Night,” with her blue veil, covered 
with dark clouds through which we see her lovely 
costume. Her head-dress of pearls represents the 
moon, whose light rends the clouds and reveals 
the nocturnal kiss of love. 


D° these please you? I myself am very fond 

of costumes personifying nature, and I find 
that they can be varied continually, since nature 
herself is always different. And I never would 
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“Evening” trails her gray-blue and gray-purple 
hiffon clouds over a skirt of orange silk embroi- 
setting sun in beads of gold and 


dered with the 
Her 


diamonds. 


be disturbed in seeing, at a masquerade, many 
Mornings” or many “Nights,” for the morning 


of vesterday never resembles the morning of to- 
lay. just as the kisses of one night are always 
lifferent from those of another. Besides, human 
moods can so easily be suggested by various forms 
of nature. 

Are you sad? Then “Evening” with the set- 
ting sun and its dark veil will portray your feel- 
ing. Are you gay and young? Your soul is like 
the morning; then the coiffure of dewdrops will 
be your best crown! 


FTEN, we notice what we consider jarring notes 

in nature, but when we view nature as a whole, 
re is perfect harmony. For example, “Spring,” 
perfumed “Spring” enters. concealing 


the 





charming 





slippers are 


her. 
diamond jeweled. 


two people under her flowery cloak. The cloak 
falls, and two figures, quite inseparable beneath, 
come forth. One is “Rain,” who bathes earth with 
her crystal drops, “Rain” with her costume of 
clouds. The other is “Sun,” who, from his shining 
orb, sends life-giving rays over the earth. Do 
not these contrasts, when combined, form the 
meaning of “Spring”? In the same way, “Tears” 
and “Laughter” can come in under a single cloak, 
symbolizing “Youth.” Recently, I elaborated this 
idea of double costumes, as I call them, and cre- 
ated several for the theatre which were very suc- 
cessful. Why, therefore, would it not be equally 
successful at masquerades? There, at a certain 
time, one always removes one’s mask to recognize 
the wearers of the various costumes. This cloak 
which envelopes two figures, as a combined mask, 


The kiss of night is seen beneath the blue veil 
with its dark clouds the “Night” has drawn about 
The lovely pale moon, in the form of a 
spherical pearl head-dress, looks through the clouds. 


will fall and reveal the characters hidden beneath. 


DO not like to see the sinister black domino 

used as a mask, although it has been accepted 
for years. Too many crimes have been committed 
under similar masks; the bandits and robbers of 
to-day wear them, and I always consider it in- 
congruous to hide pretty faces, for amuseinent, 
under such dominoes. Let us leave these to men, 
and conceal the lovely faces of women under 
fanciful masks, harmonizing with thetr costumes 
and personalities. 

Here is a butterfly mask, a combination of 
mask and hat; then there are flower masks and 
masks of pearls, jet, and other lovely materials. 
The mere thought of a large gathering, where 
all the women are wearing different and elaborate 
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masks, makes my 
heart rejoice; this, I 
think, would be a 
beautiful and inter- 
esting spectacle, and 
I muse on this amid 
the calm of the 


French countryside, 
broken only by the 
plaintive subdued 


sounds of cattle low- 
ing and the little pa- 
tient plodding don- 
key braying. 





A mask of her own 


At this time of year, 


hair, twiste Pc 

air, twisted four it is much more 
times, and ornament- amusing to imagine 
ed by turquoises. | costumes that are ex- 


otic and that bloom 

like some lovely plant, 
rather than the heavy fur and cloth toilettes one 
sees on all sides. It is far more pleasant to dream 
the color and forms that might be worn in a 
tale from Scheherezade, rather than the mediocre 
costumes that people seem to cling to for the sake 
of their precious dignity, or because they do not 
wish to seem different from their conventionally 
modish friends. To me, it is an unfortunate thing 
that the costumes worn by the peasants of a 
country are often more colorful and far more 
interesting in design than the clothes worn by 
those who follow the ultra smart modes. Nowa- 
days, of course, there is a decided “national” in- 
fluence to be found in the new fashions, and these 
new modes include the peasant styles, and the 
gorgeous modes of the Orient. Bits of color, 
fragments of embroidery, exquisite beading are 
giving freshness and new life to the unimagina- 
tive wardrobes of the fashionable. 

In my garden in Monte Carlo, where I see so 
many birds and flowers, I often wonder why the 
great designers do not go more often to the 
simplest, most common things in nature for the 
loveliest inspiration. Consider the color harmonies 
of nature; she never makes a mistake, but always 
creates an exquisite play of colors and their tints 
and shades, both in the markings of her beasts 
and the colorings of her flowers. To be sure, 
for a season the couturiers have used the colors 





> Any pair of twins—musical comedy or otherwise— 
might try this: the cloak of “Spring” is embroidered 
all over in shades of green and silver. 
of small purple flowers, that end in a garland. 


of the fuchsia flower, ranging from _ brilliant 
magenta to purple, and from purple to delicate 
pink or rose. It has given them one of their 
loveliest and most effective seasons. 


HE Chinese have, for generations, used the 

gorgeous colors of the kingfisher bird and of 
the peacock in their embroideries and_ their 
enamels. The gleaming blue-greens, and green- 
blues changing into iridescent purple are typical 
of the Chinese ornament, both on their exquisite 
costumes and robes and on their paintings and 
decorations. : 

Primitive people have always been impressed 
and almost awed by the loveliness of birds and 
animals. The ring-dove with its harmonies of 
gray and brown and lighter gray, the dense blue- 
black of the crow, the crimson spots on the 
blackbird’s wings—these have all been transferred 
with primitive care to head-dresses, garments and 
even formidable weapons. 

The Egyptians evolved whole decorative cos- 
tumes in the shape of the folded wings of a 
great bird, or took the impressive wings of the 
hawk and made from them a beautiful head- 
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First one acquires a curly orange 
wig, and then places carefully over 
the noble expression, an orange 
silk fringe, and jet mask that al- 
lows full play of one’s jet earrings. 


The collar is 





dress as a sign of 
power and freedom. 


I" seems that the 
smoke of civiliza- 
tion has obscured 
many beautiful things 
from our sight. We 
see only that which 
has become conven- 
tionalized and stand- 
ardized by the ap- 
proval and use of the 
many, rather than 
that which is wor- 
shiped by the few. 
Consequently, thou- 
sands and thousands 
of people are drab in 
appearance, and, far 
worse—in soul. The 
natural, lovely things 
that make life beau- 
tiful and that have, 
for all the ages, sup- 
plied poets and art- 
ists with their greatest 
inspirations, are ig- 
nored and drowned 
in the stream of vul- 
garity that threatens 
to overwhelm our 
modern existence. 

It is strange to 
think that the sim- 
plicity of the early 
Egyptians, of the 
ancient Greeks, who 
understood the beauty 
of the human figure 
so well, and clothed 


c 


Piratical black 
satin, gold em- 
broidered and 
ending in gold 
tassels, forms 
another mask. 


it in such a way as to emphasize its 


lovely proportions, 


should gradually 


have given way, through age after age 
of the so-called newer “enlightenment.” 
When one compares the whale-boned 
atrocities of the eighties with the cos- 
tumes of early Greece, it is a sad con- 


clusion one is 


forced to make 


upon 


the progress of civilization, 




















Under this cloak of “Spring” are concealed “Sun” 
and “Rain”, ready to appear separately or together, 
according to “Spring’s” mood—a temperamental ar- 
rangement so much like the nature of “Spring” herself. 
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Edward suffered from a broken leg, but derived some pleasure from the effort he made to be noble. 


ET’S skip briefly through 


RICH RELATIVES 


indeed?” said Jasmine 


Parts I to V: First “Oh yes, I realize that,” Vi- 
Uncle Hector, then bart admitted. “I can see 
Aunt Cuckoo, next you're very angry. But don’t 
Uncle Matthew, i oa * oe o you think that to-morrow I 
finally the Dean of By COMPTON MACKENZIE might call in the ordinary way? 
Silchester — imagine yourself That’s the main object of this 


transferred from one rich rela- 

tive to another, each patron- 

izing and snobbish, each, in 

turn, trying to break your 

spirit, each—failing that—as anxious as possible to 
get rid of you. 

That is the fate of Jasmine Grant, the daughter 
of an English artist and a beautiful Italian peas- 
ant, after her father dies penniless and she is left 
an orphan. 

And being sent to England after her nineteen 
years in Sirene, most enchanted of Italian islands, 
is in itself much like a condemnation to purgatory 
after many indolent years in a paradise. Also, Jas- 
mine, very carelessly, has never been taught to be 
prepared to make her own living. 

The only solace that comes to Jasmine, for all 
her dark Southern beauty, is Harry Vibart. She 
had met Harry quite unconventionally in a rail- 
way station. And he was a polite young man—an 
altogether charming young man. Socially all right, 
too, for he is the nephew and heir of Sir John 
Vibart. 

But although he never fails to follow up the 
visits of Jasmine, Harry always seems to trail dis- 
aster after him. 

First, at Uncle Hector’s, he was already known 
to Uncle Hector’s two daughters—Lettice and Pa- 
mela—already claimed as their property, and when 
he persuaded Jasmine to go on a midnight sail 
with him, the entire family rose in its wrath and 
sent Jasmine packing to Aunt Cuckoo’s. 

Aunt Cuckoo soon wishes Jasmine on Uncle 
Matthew, an extraordinarily wealthy and parsimo- 
nious old recluse. Harry Vibart calls on Jasmine 
here and, on his departure, by mistake carries off 
Uncle Matthew’s most cherished possession—a 
cane that had belonged to his dear, dead wife. So 
Jasmine is trotted off to the Dean of Silchester’s. 

The Dean isn’t so bad! But, oh, his wife! And 
oh, again!—the Dean’s six sons! Edward, the 


Illustrated by Henry Raleigh 


Dean’s eldest son, falls in love with Jasmine much 
to the scorn of the tumultuous younger brothers. 
These youngsters arrange a romantic meeting for 
Jasmine, by sending her an anonymous note com- 
manding her to be at “the blasted elm at the cor- 
ner of the heath” at half-past eight. Jasmine, 
thinking it a prank they are going to play on Ed- 
ward, falls in with their plan. But when she meets 
the conspirators at the blasted elm, when she is led 
from there to a ruined tower, it is not Edward 
who awaits her. It is Harry Vibart. 


PART VI 


66 ELL, this is a rum way to meet you 
again,” Harry Vibart exclaimed genially. 
» . ’ Jasmine stammered, “I 
thought I told you not to come down here.” 
Vibart was too tactful to say that he had sup- 
posed the forbidding postscript was at least a sug- 
gestion, if not an invitation, that he should come 
down, and, looking as suitably penitent as he could 
by the wavering beams of the cigar-lighter, he ex- 
plained that he had only done so with great cau- 
tion, and added a hope that she would forgive 
him 
“Yes, but supposing my uncle and aunt find out 
that you have arranged to meet me like this?” 
“Oh, I didn’t arrange to meet you like this,” 
Vibart explained. “Those three young sportsmen 
down-stairs arranged that. The only thing I did 
was to make inquiries beforehand where you were 
living, and somehow they got it into their heads— 
of course you'll think it ridiculous, I know—but 
. . . well, to put it shortly, they imagined . 
that I was . . . . rather keen on you. 
“I suppose you realize that I am very angry 


interview. I’ve really rather 

enjoyed sitting up here think- 

ing about you. I should have 

enjoyed it even more if some- 
thing that was either a small bat or a large spider 
hadn't fallen on my head. But what about to- 
morrow ?” 

“Oh no, please,” she expostulated. 
you really mustn’t. I’m quite enjoying myself 
here. I’m quite happy, and I know that if you 
arrive on the scene, something’s bound to happen 
to make everything go wrong.” 

“That’s very discouraging of you.” 

“T don’t mean to be discouraging.” 

“You may not mean to be, but you certainly 
are. Look here, Jasmine, I’ve been thinking a 
tremendous lot lately about you, and if you'll risk 
it, I'll risk it.” 

“Risk what ?” 

“Well, yousee... 
it’s gone out.” 

The upper room of the tower was in complete 
darkness, and Jasmine was inclined to hope that it 
would remain in darkness; she felt that even the 
mild illumination of the cigar-lighter gave too 
intimate a revelation of her countenance for any 
promise to be made. Harry was gaining time for 
his reply by devoting himself to the cigar-lighter, 
and Jasmine felt that if this tension was continued, 
she should presently begin to emit white sparks 
herself. 

“Risk what ?” she repeated. 

“Risk being cut off by my uncle and not having 
a penny to bless ourselves with, and getting mar- 
ried on what I made this August. I’ve had a top- 
ping August. I’m £84 10s. up on the bookies. And 
though, of course, it’s not much for two, it would 
give us enough for an economical honeymoon, and 
I’ve got a friend who would give me a job in a 
teak forest in Burmah. It’s a very useful sort of 
wood, you know. They make boats of it and 


“No, no, no, 


. confound this patent lighter ; 
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Jasmine kept calling out to know what Uncle Matthew wanted, until at last the old gentleman was induced to recognize her. 


the better kind of packing cases,’ he concluded. 

“Stop! Stop!” she exclaimed. 

“What’s the matter? Have you got a spider on 
you? Show me where it is and I'll brush it off. 
I'm frightfully afraid of spiders, but I’m so fond 
of you, you darling little girl, that Tll.... ” 

“Oh, you mustn’t call me that,” Jasmine inter- 
rupted. 

“Don’t you like being called a darling little 
girl?” he asked with a sigh of relief. “Well, I 
promise you I won’t ever call you that again. I 
assure you that it took a lot to work myself up 
to the scratch and get off that term of endear- 
ment. But, Jasmine, I love you. Look here, mur- 
mur something pleasant, for goodness’ sake. I’m 
feeling an awful ass, now I’ve said it.” 

But Jasmine could not murmur anything at all. 


By what she had read of love and of the way 
people declared their love, she would have sup- 
posed that Harry Vibart was making fun of her. 
And yet something in the tone of his voice for- 
bade her to think that. Moreover, the way her 
own heart was beating prevented her wanting to 
think that. So she stayed silent, while he occu- 
pied himself with the cigar-lighter, in case her 
eyes should tell him what her tongue refused to 
speak. He managed at last to kindle the wick, 
and holding the little instrument of revelation 
above his head, so that from the vastness of the 
gloom he could conjure her beloved countenance, 
he stood waiting for the answer. In the few sec- 
onds that had fluttered past, Jasmine felt that she 
had grown up, and now when she looked at the 
freckled young man, so obviously fearful of hav- 


ing made a fool of himself, she felt several years 
older than he, so much older that she was able to 
speak to him with what it seemed was a weight 
of world knowledge behind her. 


“I’M afraid you've been rather impetuous,” she 

said austerely. “I could never dream of 
asking you to give up anything on my account.” 
Jasmine gained eloquence from not meaning a 
word of what she said, and unaware that she was 
trying to persuade herself rather than Harry of 
the imprudence of his project, she grew more elo- 
quent with every word she uttered. “You must 
remember that I have not a penny in the world, 
and that you cannot afford to marry a girl with- 
out a dowry. I know that in England men 
do marry even quite (Continued on page 92) 
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CHRISTMAS TREE GIFTS 












Every American boy, 
both big and small, 
enjoys baseball, and 
in this new baseball 
game will find all fea- 
tures of the sport faith- 
fully carried out. $5 


A child’s golf bag of 
canvas-bound plaid 
cloth, with three regu- 
larly made clubs, 
driver, mid-iron and 
putter, appeals to the 
juvenile golfer. $10.25 


Transparent, rubberized-silk 


raincoat. 
Copen, brown, rose, green and tan. Sizes 
2 to 6, $13.50. 8-10-12-14, $17.50. Hat $3. 





A nursery rocker, such as this, provides 
both safety and amusement for the small 
child. Colors, pink or blue. Price $7.50. 


HARPER’S BAZAR 


FOR LITTLE BOYS 


IFTS that really amuse the younger 

boy are difficult to find, so perhaps 

these suggestions will help you. They 
cover a wide scope, for both indoor and out- 
door amusement, and are sure to add greatly 
to the small boy's interest in his Christmas 
-tree. They will all be sent without charge, 
with the exception of the rocker and toy box, 
on which expressage is charged beyond one 
hundred miles from New York; and the 
raincoat and hat, on which postage is charged 
beyond one hundred and fifty miles. 














The painted wooden What boy could re- 
bunny, above, when sist this power boat 
he is pulled along that sails for half 









Trick mule made 
of wooden blocks 
held in position by 
a rubber cord. By 
twisting blocks 
the mule assumes 
many grotesque 
positions. Price $2 





Painted shoe or toy box, for a boy’s room. 
Length 26” ; width 141" ; height 16%". Ex- 
pressage free within 100 miles. Price $11. 





Peter Rabbit race game showing Peter in ail his 
wanderings. With board, dice and cup, rabbit, 
frog, squirrel and duck, it costs $2. 


the floor, beats a an hour after a 
drum that really Spiral spring is 
makes a noise. He wound. Length 
may be had for $3.50. of hull 17”. Price $5. 





What fun a boy : 1 =: | 


ee ee eee ———————_} 


can have with a 
puzzle box like 
this, containing 
ten interesting 
puzzles! With a 
Christmas greeting 
attached, $1.25. 






With the jumping stick, 
the new leaping stilt, 
one bounds along like a 
kangaroo, for in the 
rubber padded ends be- 
low the foot-rests is a 
powerful spring that 
gives the necessary re- ) 
silience. Price $2.25. 4 





















DECEMBER 1921 69 


for 


GIFTS AND GAMES FOR OLDER BOYS 


This buckboard has 
operating facilities of 
a larger car. Its speed 
may be varied from 
four to twenty-five 
miles an hour, and it 







































The older boy will 
enjoy driving this 
rubber-tired, wire- 
wheeled buckboard, 
propelled by a motor 
wheel. The seats are 
upholstered in Mo- 
roccoline leather, and 
the flyer, though light 
in construction, is 
also strongly built 


gives over eighty 
miles to a gallon of 
gasoline. Price com- 
plete, with tax, $219. 
Express charges extra, 
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At left, fleece-lined sheepskin moccasins, 
with wool shearing. Sizes 3 to 8, $2. 
At right, pearl elk-skin slipper mocca- 
sins with painted decoration. Sizes 3, 4, 
and 5, $4. Size 6 and up, $4.50. 


Every boy scout needs a hatchet, like 
this one, in a leather sheath with an 
opening for his belt. Price $1.75. Post- 
age~ extra. Light-weight canvas ruck 


sack with one large pocket and straps, $2. 
Moving picture machine, 


with fifty feet of film, 
book of instructions, tick- 
ets for performance, post- 
ers, ushers’ buttons, and 
electrical plug. $15.50. 











Folding leather 
tool-kit, with 
screw driver, 
leather punch,saw, 
hammer, chisel, 
file, etc., which 
fit into end of pen- 
knife, price $5.50. 


A cooking outfit is indispensable to the boy 

scout. This one, which fits into a khaki 

case, with a strap, contains a frying pan 

with folding handle, cooking pot and cover; 

stew pan to be used as a plate; a fork, spoon 

and cup, all of aluminum. Complete, $4.25. 
Postage extra. 


This toy telephone, that is quite like 
a real one, costs $1. The toy type- 
writer, on which a boy may really 
write letters, costs $3. Postage extra. 
In this box of 
magic, containing 
sleight of hand 
tricks, illusions 
and card tricks, a 
boy can find end- 
less amusement. 
Complete, $7.50. 
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ANTA CLAUS is taking his orders through 
Harper’s Bazar, once more, this year, because 
he knows our Shopping Service supplies the 

newest and most suitable gifts for children of 
every age. If there is anything you want to put 
in his bag let us know by writing to Jane Jarvis, 
c/o of Harper’s Bazar, 119 West 40th St., New 
York. 

Your orders should be accompanied by a check, 
covering the amount of the purchase, which in 
the articles shown on this page, other than the 


Auto-Structo—roadster model, with spring, buckboard, auto-structo, camping outfit, type- Chemcraft set, for harmless chemical experi- 
writer, and hatchet, includes expressage and parcel 


motor and parts. Price, $7.50. Mailing postage. Shipping charges on articles are ex- ments, containing measuring spoon, testing 
charges free within fifty miles of New York. plained in the accompanying captions. tubes, solutions and powders. Complete $3. 
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GIFTS THAT WILL BE SURE TO MEAN 


OUR order should be accompanied by a 
check covering the amount of the purchase, 
which, in the articles shown on this page, 
other than furniture, includes parcel postage. 
Where there is a preference in color, a second 
choicé should be given. Shipping charges on fur- 

nh niture explained in the accompanying captions. 





ANTA CLAUS is taking his orders through 
Harper's Bazar, once more, this year, because 
he knows our Shopping Service supplies the 

newest and most suitable gifts for children of every 
age. If there is anything you want to put in his 
bag let us know by writing to Jane Jarvis, c/o 
Harper’s Bazar, 119 West 40th St., New York 




















Cretonne covered, white 
painted chair, and a 
table, with sewing ma- 
chine attached. Con- 
tains an embroidery 
hoop, scissors, pincush- 
ion and other sewing 
accessories. $20. Ex- 
pressage charged beyond 
one hundred and fifty 
miles from New York. 


This attractive yellow 
wicker musical chair, 
with bright blue deco- 





rations, plays two 
tunes, after winding, as 
long as it is occupied 
Height of seat 10”; 
height of back 23”. It 
costs $15. The express 
charges are included in 
the purchase price. 


Child’s walnut refectory table, 41142" long, 18” wide, 22” 

high, $20. Walnut armchair covered in figured sateen; 

height of back 28”, price $30. Side chair sateen covered, 

height of back 27”, price $22.50. Express prepaid within 

one hundred miles of New York. The child’s tea service 

includes six plates, six cups and saucers, teapot, sugar bowl ¢ 

and cream pitcher. Light blue, yellow or pink, $7.50. Rey AEN 
























Hoy-Toy—“ Little 
Red Riding Hood” 
—with story in 
English, French 
and Spanish, and 
four figures of 
characters. $1.50. 



















A miniature electric stove, that 
can really cook, provides a most 
acceptable gift for an older girl. A 
frying pan, two pots and a broiler 
are included in the cost of $10.25. 









This “Mother 
Goose” box filled 
with eight ani- 
mals costs $2. 
Unfilled, suitable 
as a one-pound 
candy box, $1.50. 








Flower-decorated desk set, with celluloid 











appointments, over silk foundation. Com- 
prises blotter, penwiper, letter-rack and 
inkwell. Colors, rose or blue. Price 
$4.95. Box of child’s stationery, with 
pictures and crayons for coloring. $.80. 











School bag of black leatherette, with 
cut-out cretonne animals. Price $1.50. 
The child’s leather handbag in blue, red, 
gray, brown, purple, tan, black, is $1.50. 
Give three color selections in ordering. 


This cretonne stuffed goose bag, to 
hang on the Christmas tree, con- 
tains twenty toys and costs $2. 
The baby’s white celluloid rattle, 
pink or blue decoration, also $2. 
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A MERRY CHRISTMAS FOR LITTLE GIRLS 


HIPPING charges on the articles 

listed below are as follows: Baby 

doll, gingham doll, purses, gloves, 
vinaigrette, hair comb, fan are prepaid. 
Fur set, kimono, raincoat, purse with 
handkerchief, atomizer set, brush and 
comb, powder puff, matinée and cap 
are sent plus postage. Trunk, dressing- 
table and lady doll are delivered ex- 
press collect. 
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This fully-dressed baby doll, 
wearing a long white dress, lace 
trimmed, and a knitted cap and 
sacque, is seventeen inches long. 
Her composition head wears 
either a blonde or brunette wig, 


as her future possessor chooses, . : 
while the details of her under- *, y i 
clothes are complete. Her price % al 
is $5.00, including the cost of Fs 
shipping. Pex 7 
: Py 
ay * 








Among the Christmas lux- 
uries for a doll of twenty- 
two inches are a French 
gilt and crystal vinaigrette, 
costing 25c, a gilt coiffure 
comb set at 25c, an elegant 
French ivory and gilt lorg- 
nette at 35c, as well as a 
wallet purse of suede with 
a carved ivory elephant 
pendant for 50c, and an 
oblong purse for 20c. Biar- 
ritz kid gloves come at 75c 
a pair and a carved French 
ivory fan at $1. Prepaid. 






Below, dressed in checked ging- 
ham from head to toe, stands a 
child doll with bisque head, 
sleeping eyes, and a bobbed wig. 
She costs $7.00, and is delivered 
to any part of the United States 
without extra charge. The in- 
novation trunk at her side, 
twenty-one inches in height, is 
valued at $12.00. It is sent ex- 
press collect to the purchaser. 
Its top drawer displays a doll’s 
kimono in pink or blue crépe at 
$2.00, calculated to fit a twenty- 
two-inch doll. Its lower drawer 
shows a fur set (size 22”) at 
$4.50, a leather purse and hand- 
kerchief at’ 75c, while on a 
hanger is to be seen a raincoat 
in red, blue or tan at $2.50. 
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The lady doll above owes her grace to the fact that she is 
hand-molded and full ball-jointed, and her beauty to the fine 
quality of her bisque head and sewed mohair wig. She is 
twenty-two inches in height, and costs $7.50. Her white kid 
slippers cost 45c, her pink silk nightdress $1.50 and her pink 
matinée and lace-trimmed cap $2.00. The powder-puff in her 
hand is valued at $1.75. Nearby stands her coquettishly draped 
dressing-table which, with its accompanying wash-hand set on 
the lower shelf, costs $25.00 It is twenty-nine and a half 
inches in height and on its upper shelf may be seen an atomizer 
and bottle of perfume costing together $1.50, a white brush and 
comb with pink and blue floral design costing $1.50, and a 
white hand-mirror costing 15c. These tiny objects are as 
dainty as possible and are of appropriate sizes. 
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WARGARET PETIT 


The spirit of the old Venetian 
dance, when an impetuous 
Harlequin, in mask and stripes 
wooed the capricious and 
adorable Columbine, in a 
series of remarkably patterned 
movements, full of old-world 
atmosphere and color, is the 
theme of a dance done by 
Vargaret Petit and Valodia 
Vestoff in the Greenwich Vil- 
lage Follies. The costumes 


remind one of old marionettes 
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FANIA MARINOFF 


Fania Marinoff as the pathetic 
little Belgian girl in “The 
Hero” does a great deal with 
her appealing profile and small 
sleek blue-black head. She 
has certain little haunting 
tricks of voice and gesture 
that give her work convincing 
texture and character. “The 
Hero” presents an unusually 
unpleasant phase of the re- 
turned war hero, fortunate'y 
one not too true to life. 
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An old jug in the collection of Mrs. Atherton 


Curtis is decorated 


with mottled pink and 


gold luster with bold designs in light green. 


THE COLLECTING OF 


USTER-WARE was 
made many hun- 
dreds of years 
ago in Italy and 
Spain, and for 
hundreds of 

years before that in Per- 
sia. Where the Persians 
acquired the art no one 
knows, but it is quite 
possible that they them- 


selves invented the process of applying a wash of 


metal—silver, gold or 


copper—to earthenware. 


The rich and varied tones of the metal, shining 


through the brilliant overglaze, 


amazing luster; hence 


in an 
ware. 


resulted 


the name of the 


Unusual indeed is the gorgeous copper luster 
teapot with its Wedgwood lion lid and bird 


handle and spout. 


The bands ‘are orange. 


nmin 28 Ret Same ee Re 


In an old shop at Marseilles Mrs. Curtis dis- 
covered a very rare Empire urn of mottled 
pink and gold luster banded with black luster. 


ANNA VAN CAMPEN 


The art was revived in England during the lat- 
ter part of the eighteenth century. Wedgwood ex- 
perimented in metallic glazes as early as 1776, 
when some of our own countrymen were busy 
with the War of Independence. Later, the Staf- 
fordshire and Chelsea potteries produced quanti- 
ties of luster-ware, employing steel, silver, gold 
and copper on dark or cream-colored clay. 

The results of the efforts of the early English 
potters are now eagerly sought by collectors all 
over the world, for the making of this early luster- 
ware is again a lost art. And the search is fas- 
cinating. There is no royal road to the acquisition 
of these glowing bits of metal-glazed earthenware. 
One must thread the highways and byways of 
Great Britain and the Continent. A _ brilliantly 


Pastoral scenes in raised colored paste deco- 
rate a jug of purple-gold luster having a 
white ground. Floral design painted on neck. 


eae eae ate 


STEWART 
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Exquisitely lovely in coloring and shape is an 
Empire jug of the mottled pink and gold 
luster that the true collector prizes so highly. 


LUSTER-WARE 


lustered jug may be picked up in Glasgow and 
months later the accompanying teapot may be 
discovered in a little shop in Dover, the tea-cups 
being found long afterward in Marseilles. <A 
dingy shop at the end of the dingiest of streets 
has yielded up a perfect treasure of purple and 
ruby and gold. 

In an old shop near Lincoln’s Inn Fields in 
London was found a two-handled loving cup of 
brilliant copper banded with turquoise blue—the 
blue band bearing a design in relief in white 
raised paste. Years afterward a stocky little jug 
bearing a similar design was found in a shop at 
the foot of the hill in Folkestone. A pair of cop- 
per vases decorated with a Chinese design in 
color on a white band (Concluded on page 111) 


The mask spout is exceedingly rare. In 
Mrs. Curtis’ collection is a jug of copper 
luster banded in blue, with this feature. 
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SUMMER SKIES AND DIVORCE 
ha OODNESS gracious! No sooner have I 
selected my sables and opened my town 
house than you remind me that it is time 
to think of bathing frocks, parasols, spring hats 
and summery dresses.” 


Quite so, my dear madam, quite so. Bathing 
frocks, parasols, spring hats, summery dresses, and 
the azure skies of Southern California, the coconut 
palms of Florida, the flamboyants of Cuba. All 
that and a great deal more. The January number 
of this, your favorite magazine, is tagged and ex- 
pressly labeled “Fash- 
ions for the South.” 





O phase of hu- 
N man behavior 
has called forth 
casual and schol- 
arly opinions than di 
vorce. Divorce is a 
subject on which every 
intelligent person (and 
many an extremely stu- 
pid person) has definite 
opinions. What’s more, 
divorce is a_ subject 


mort 


that almost everyone 
feels competent to 
freely, fully and practi- 3 


cally discuss 


Imagine yourself say- 
ing to another—chosen 
it random and at will 

“My dear, do 
believe in divorce?” 
said tensely, quietly 4] 
from wife to husband, ? 
the answer is a startled, ‘ 
“Why, why?” Then 
follows, “Oh, nothing, 
but do you?” Then— 
but it is your game 
now. Try it 


DOUBT the exist- 
ence of one modern 
successful American 
play that does not 
either center on the 
subject of divorce, hinge 
its theme with the sub- 
ject of divorce or use 
the subject of divorce for either tragic or 
comic relief. The successes now running 
in New York theatres are one long divorce 
argument, “The Bill of Divorcement,” “The 
Circle” (in which Mrs. Leslie Carter has re- 
turned from the mists of her somewhat divorcey 
past), “The Silver Fox,’ “The First Year.” 
Even your faithful editor, you see, 


ea ied 


THIS AND THAT 


Edito rial 


Notes 





BARON DE MEYER 
ITH the return to this country of the 
Baron and Baroness de Meyer, we draw a 
long sigh of relief. Now we can assure our 

readers of the exclusive publication in Harper’s 

Bazar of the Baron's latest superlative photo- 

graphic work in full quota and without interrup- 

tion. During his summer stay in Carlsbad, in 

Venice and in Paris (the city of his birth) the 

Baron made a number of beautiful photographs, 

the choicest of which will, from month to month, 

appear in our pages. These would tempt us to 


highly flavored adjectives did space permit. 
Fe eee eee eee 





a a 


KATHARINE 


STURGES DODGE 


is here seen putting the last loving touches on the 
charming illustration that appears on page 25 of 
this issue of Harper’s Bazar. Mrs. 
Dodge lives in a glorious Greenwich Village attic 
with “Mrs. Casey’’, the friendliest cat in the world. 


Christmas 












HARPER’S BAZAR 


and Correspondence 


HEROES AND DINING 
ee OSMO HAMILTON has written the best 

novel of his life in ‘The Rustle of Silk.” 

Not one, nor two, nor a dozen, but many, 
many have repeated these true words. Personally 
we will stake whatever literary judgment we may 
be credited with on that statement and we are 
not afraid of anyone's rebuttal. It is a bully 
yarn, well written and serialized by a master 
craftsman. That’s that! 


The hero is a hero to his valet, when his valet 
is compared to his publisher. It takes an extraor- 
dinary book to stir a 
publisher’s honest en- 
thusiasm. Here is what 
Cosmo Hamilton’s pub- 
lisher wrote to us after 


¥ 
a receiving the first in- 
, stalments of ‘‘The 
i Rustle of Silk.” 
& 
r Dear Mr. Sell: 
i Last night I read 
f the two instalments of 
“The Rustle of Silk” 
c which you were kind 
E enough to send me, 
: and as the complete 
& manuscript had just 
E come in, kept on 
i and finished the story 
; about midnight. 

I think _ without 


question this is the 
best novel that Hamil- 
ts ton has written, and I 
: congratulate you on 
having it as a serial in 
Harper’s Bazar. It is 
an excellent picture of 
life to-day, with all the 
unrest and_ irresponsi- 
bility that has come to 
sO many people as a 
result of the war. Lola 


seems to me to be an 
unusually charming 
heroine and I can re- 


call no one just like her 
in contemporary fic- 
tion. Also, the novel 
has more importance 
than Hamilton’s recent 
stories because of the 
attention given to En- 
glish politics. As for 
the ending of the story, 
it is certainly splendid. 


Nickolas Muray 


We are looking forward to publishing “The 
Rustle of Silk” in book form. ~ Cordially, 
Alfred R. McIntyre. 


Little, Brown and Co., Boston. 


O you know that there are more smart 
restaurants in New York to-day than 
ever before in its history? There are. 

This remarkable readjustment of the 





could not refrain from throwing in 
an opinion or two in the simple busi- 
ness of announcing for January an 
extensive and exceedingly well written 


article entitled “Divorce,” by W. L. 
George, the British novelist. 
SMO HAMILTON’S WRIT- 
TEN PERSONALITY 


FIVE pen-personality of every in- 
dividual is the 


intensive intellectual forcé. 


measure of his 
The 
nerves pulsating through the hand re- 


flectively direct the action of his con- 
scious and unconscious mind. So Mr. 
Cosmo Hamilton, when he uses his 


pen, reveals the high peak to which 
his distinctive personality extends. 
The calm, even, steady and delib- 
erate flow reinforced by his firm pres- 
sure and 


well-wrought connecting 





strokes indicates a virile intellect, con- 


as Oe . aK cancel die he ee 
tay eee aan ewe wrertd,— fe rep sD 
eel / Ate zou her. He lo 4 


bee Wonrpsr¢ C8azer or any Sele 


an? ald, 


“eo tty tale’ Jesseareds 


more public, smart New York social 
centers has suddenly made itself fully 
felt. In the next issue of Harper's 
Bazar there will be an article entitled 
“New York Society Dines and Dances.” 


born with his eyes wide open, alert in 
observation which enables him 
vividly to portray whatever he visual- 
Imagination clear and untram- 
meled! Thus his words run off his pen 
in minute concentrated form with “l’s” 
and “t’s” extending well above the line. 

So when Cosmo Hamilton stops, 
making frequent breaks between let- 
ters, with original artistic connections, 
he offers the evidence that he works 
under a fine-drawn inspiration, his 
ideas leaping forth into consciousness 
with the creative impulse teeming un- 
derneath. Likewise, his capitals are 


close 


izes. 








tinuity of thought and immense power 
of application. He possesses the will 
to achieve and does not hesitate until he has ac- 
omplished his purpose, has reached his goal. No 
His high heavy 
crossings declare that he will make a decision 


vacillation, no febrile indecision!! 
“t 
and adhere to it 


” 


His convictions are positive, 


being cemented into a stubborn rock of determin- 





Facsimile of Cosmo Hamilton’s handwriting. 


ation and naught will affect his ideas if he feels 
that he is right. He gathers his letters together as 
with a closed fist, while his finals stop short! A 
man of great and many reserves which will even 
Here 
and there a “t’’-bar dashes to the right—he was 


show in his manner of speaking and acting. 


simple, graceful, many of them print- 


like in formation. An artist who 


handles his tools with ease, deftly, and almost un- 
consciously! His senses are alert, while his intuition 
inspires him to a complete understanding of both 
men and women, although women are his metier. 
His signature declares it. 
Read by W 


Leslie French. 


Iliain 
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I'm little Miss Flighty, so high and so mighty, 
Very apt to go up in the air; 
But I always come down with a smile, not a frown, 
When I've Campbell's to save me from care! 
- 


JOSEPH GaMPBELL GOMPANY 
CAMDEN,N.J..U.SA - 











Let them save you! 





Save you from unnecessary work and 
expense! Save you from all uncertainty as 
to whether the soup will be good. It is the 
delicious quality of Campbell’s Soups which 
appeals most to the housewife. But she also 
welcomes the comfort and convenience and 
economy of Campbell's, already blended and 
cooked with expert skill. 





Campbell’s Tomato Soup 


Every day in the year the system needs 
the tonic stimulus of good soup. The pure 
tomato juices from the glowing red fruit are 
combined in Campbell’s Tomato Soup with 
rich creamery butter, fine granulated sugar, 
herbs and dainty spices. How tempting it is 
served piping hot! And how beneficial! 


21 kinds 12c a can 




















MecCutcheon’s 
Christmas Gift Handkerchiefs 


of Pure Irish Linen 


HRISTMAS again! And again the long search for 
just the right gift! Why not a box of Pure Linen 
Handkerchiefs — exquisitely hand-embroidered or hem- 
stitched? 
McCutcheon’s Handkerchiefs are gifts both beautiful 


and practical. 


We are offering several Specials at unusually attractive 
prices. 


Ladies’ 
100 — Faultless Spanish 
hand-embroidery and 
hemstitching. A perfect 
Handkerchief. $2 each. 


101—Fine Madeira hand- 
embroidery, scallops and 
eyelets. Renaiiealy dain- 
ty. $1 each. 


102— Tiny glove size 
with hand - hemstitching 
and hand-attached Lace 
footing. Only 85c each. 





104 


Children’s 


103—Cunning little figures, animals, and play 
scenes. Machine embroidered at 25c each. 
104~—Exquisite Madeira work on tiny squares, 
children’s or ladies’ glove size. Hand made for 
only 35c each. 





Men’s 


105 — Hand-embroi- 
dered Initials on ex- 
cellent quality Linen. 
$9 dozen. 


106—A hemmed tape 
model in Pure Linen, 
a decided favorite at 
only $7.80 dozen. 





Reg. Trade Mark 


James McCutcheon & Co. 


Fifth Avenue, 34th and 33d Streets, New York 














HARPER’S BAZAR 


THE RUSTLE OF SILK 


Cosmo 


Hamilton’s 


Novel 


(Continued from page 43) 


in hunting kit, sitting on his horse beside 
the Prince of Wales, underneath which was 
printed “Sir Peter Chalfont, Bart. V. C. 
Late Brigadier-General” . . . . And some- 
where among that crowd was Fallaray. 


AS they went down the red-carpeted stairs 
and passed through what Peter called 
“the monkey house,” the people who had 
dined at a cheap restaurant and now at 
the cost of a cup of coffee were there to 
watch the menagerie, followed Lola with 


eager eyes. Some of them recognized 
Chalfont. But who was she? A chorus 
girl? No. A sister? He was certainly 


not wearing a brotherly expression. A 
lady? Obviously, and one who could af- 
ford not to wear a single jewel. What a 
refreshing contrast to the wives of profi- 
teers. And she was so young, so finished 
—a personality. Even Grosvenor Bones, 
the man who made it his duty to know 
everybody and supplied the Daily Looking 
Glass with illiterate little paragraphs, was 
puzzled and, like a dramatic critic who 
sees something really original and fault- 
less, startled, disconcerted. 

Feeling her own pulse, as she passed 
through the avenue of stares, Lola was 
amazed to find that her heart-beats were 
normal, that she was not in the least ex- 
cited or frightened or uncertain of herself 
any longer. She felt, indeed, and com- 
mented inwardly on the fact, as though 
dinner at the Savoy was part of her usual 
routine and that Peter Chalfont was 
merely Albert Simpkins or Ernest Tread- 
well in a better coat and cast in a rarer 
mold. How Chalfont would have laughed 
if she had told him this. She felt, as a 
matter of fact, like a girl who was play- 
ing a leading part on the London stage as 
a dark horse, but who had in reality gained 
enormous experience in a repertory com- 
pany in the provinces. She thanked her 
stars that she had indulged in her private 
game for so long a time. 

The band-master, a glossy person with 
a roving and precocious eye, bent double, 
violin and all, and signaled congratula- 
tions to Chalfont with ears and eyes, eye- 
brows and mouth. He had the imperti- 
nence of a successful jockey. A_head- 
waiter came at the entrance oi the dining- 
room and washed his hands—his face 
wearing his best bedside manner. ‘For two, 
Sir Peter?” he asked, as though he were 
not quite sure that some miracle might not 
break them into three. And Peter nodded. 
But Lola was not to be hurried off to the 
first of the disengaged tables. Fallaray 
was somewhere in the room and her scheme 
was, if possible, to sit at a table well 
within his line of vision. She laid the tips 
of her fingers on Chalfont’s arm and in- 
spected the room. ... There was Fal- 
laray, as noticeable in that heterogeneous 
crowd as a Rodin figure among the efforts 
of amateur sculptors. ‘That table,” she 
said to the headwaiter and indicated one 
placed against a pillar. One or two of 
Chalfont’s friends S$. O. S.’d to him as he 
followed the young slim erect figure across 
the maze. Luck with her once more. Lola 
found herself face to face with Fallaray, 
only two tables intervening. She decided 
that the charming old lady was his mother. 
The other had no interest for her. 


THOUSAND questions 
Chalfont’s head. 


ran through 
Madame de Brézé 
.... Widow of one of the gallant 
Frenchmen who had been killed in the 
war, or the wife, let down by her lover, 
of an elderly Parisian blood? He would 
bet his life against the latter conjecture, 
and the first did not seem to be possible, 
because he had never seen any face so free 
from grief, pain or suffering. De Brézé. 
The name conveyed nothing. He had 
never heard it before. It had a good ring 
about it. But how was it that this girl 
talked English as well as his sister? She 
looked French. She wore her dress like a 
French woman. There was something 
about the neatness of her hair which French 
women alone achieve. Probably educated 
in England. He was delighted with her 
acceptance of the situation. That was de- 
cidedly French. An English girl, even in 
these days, would either have frozen him 
to his shoes or lent to the episode a forced 
note of irregularity which would have 
made it tiresome and tasteless. 

It was not until after the asparagus had 
arrived that Lola succeeded in catching 
Fallaray’s eyes. They looked at her for a 


moment as though she were merely a nec. 
essary piece of hotel decoration and wap. 
dered off. But to her intense and inde 
scribable joy they returned and remained 
and something came into them which 
showed her that he had focused them upon 
her as a human being and a woman. She 
saw that he wore the expression of a map 
who had suddenly heard the loud ringing 
of a bell, an alarm bell. And then, having 
seen that his stare had been noticed, he 
never looked again. 

The rustle of silk. . .. 
silk. 

And presently, Chalfont being silent, she 
leant forward and spoke in a low voice. 
Luckily the band was not playing a jaz 
tune, but at the request of some old-fash- 
ioned person Massenet’s “Elegy.” She 
said, “Sir Peter, will you do something 
for me?” And he replied, “Anything un- 
der the sun.” ‘Well then, will you intro- 
duce me to Mr. Fallaray before he leaves 
the room? He's at a table just behind 
you. I admire him so much. It would be 
a great—the greatest. .. .” 

Her voice broke and a flush ran up to 
her hair, and something came into her eyes 
that made them look like stars. 

Luckily Chalfont was not looking at her 
face. Her request was a large order, and 
as usual when puzzled—he was never dis- 
concerted—he began twisting about his 
comic cork hand. ‘Fallaray?’’ he said, 
and raised his eyebrows. “Of course, I'd 
love to do it for you. I know him as well 
as anybody else does, I suppose—I mean 
ordinary people. But he doesn’t remen- 
ber me from Adam. He passed me to- 
night in the foyer, for instance, and looked 
clean through my head. I had to put up 
my hand to see that I hadn't left it at 
home. He's the only man, except the 
sweep who used to come to our house when 
I was a kid, of whom I’ve ever been afraid, 
However, you wish it and the thing must 
be done.” And he gave her a little bow. 


The rustle of 


OLA could see that she had given her 

new friend a task from which he would 
do almost anything to escape. After all, 
there was not much in common between 
Fallaray, whose nose was at the grind- 
stone, and Peter Chalfont, who had noth- 
ing to do but kill time. But she must 
meet Fallaray that night. It was written. 
Every man was a stepping-stone to this 
one man who needed her so, but did not 
know her yet. ‘Thereiore, with a touch of 
ruthlessness that came to her directly from 
her famous ancestress, she thanked him 
and added, “It can be managed near the 
place where you put your hat and coat.” 

Chalfont was amused and interested and 
even perhaps a little astonished at this 
pretty young thing who had the ways of a 
woman of the world. “I agree with you,” 
he said, “but . . . .” and looked at the 
menu. 

Lola shook her head. “I hate buts. 
They are at the meat course and we've 
only just begun. Dinner doesn’t really 
interest you and I’m a mere canary. The 
moment they rise from the table we can 
make a quick exit.” It was on the tip of 
her tongue to quote Simpkins and say 
“nick out.” 

Chalfont grinned, pounced upon his roll 
and started to eat. “After all,” he said, 
“it will give me an admirable opportunity 
of inviting you to supper. Keep an eye 
on the old birds, and as soon as they show 
a disposition to evacuate the situation 
we'll limber up and wait for them in the 


foyer. He’s a hero of yours—is that the 
idea?” : 
“Yes,” she said simply. 


“Do you happen to know Lady Feo?” 
“Very well indeed. She has been very 
kind to me. I like her.” 


Chalfont shifted his shoulders. | That 
was quite enough. “Are you going to 


give me the whole of the evening,” he 
asked, “or will that escort of yours show 
up sooner or later and claim you?” 

“He’s as good as dead as far as I'm 
concerned. What do you suggest? 

He bent forward eagerly. “I dunno. A 
show of sorts. Not the theatre. I cant 
stand that. We might drop into one o 
the reviews, or see what they are doing at 
the Coliseum. I love the red-nosed come 
dian who falls over a pin and breaks 4 
million plates in an agony of economical 
terror. Do you like that sort of thing? 

Lola’s experience of reviews and variety 

(Continued on page 80) 


Why not send your friend a Christmas present that will remind her 
of you—in a very delightful way—every month throughout the year? 


Send her a year’s subscription to Harper's Bazar. 
The subscription price has just been reduced to $4.00 a year. 


too. 


It is inexpensive 
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shops in the United States 





Fine Furs 


for Christmas 


We can promise immediate 
delivery on all orders, be 
it a Chinchilla Wrap or a 
Racoon Motor Coat, or any 
of the many “in-betweens.”’ 





The prices in our department 
of 
READY-TO-WEAR-FURS 


shatter the myth of high 
prices at H. Jaeckel & Sons 





Coats from $125 — Scarfs from $16 











Where 45th St. crosses Fifth Ave. 
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(Continued from page 78) 


entertainments was limited to Hammer- 
smith and the suburbs. “Youre going to 
do something for me,” she said, “so I am 
perfectly ready to do something for you. 
I'm rather keen about give and -take.”’ 

Which was good hearing for Chalfont. 
He hadn’t met many women who under- 
stood that golden rule. He could see even 
then that the little de Brézé was going to 
play ducks and drakes with his future 
plans, put him to a considerable amount of 
inconvenience and probably keep him hang- 
ing about town, for which he had very 
little use now that the sun was shining. 
Already Lola’s attraction had begun its 
disturbing effect. He was on the verge 
of becoming brother of a valet, a butler, 
two footmen and the Lord knew how many 
of the hobbledehoys of Queen’s Road, 
Bayswater. 

The fish came and they both fell to, 
Lola watching Fallaray’s table keenly. < 
saw a rather decent photograph ‘of you in 
the Tatler to-day,” she said. It might 


have been Feo who spoke. “You won the 
point to point, didn’t you?” 
“I did,” said Chalfont. “But I should 


have been beaten by the Boy if I hadn't 
had a better horse. He rode like the 
devil.” 

“You don’t think that point to points 
are rather playing the fool just now, then?” 
The question came quietly but had the 
effect of making Chalfont suspend his fork 
in midair. 

‘Yes. I do. But, under the present 
system, what is the ordinary plain man to 
do but stand aside and watch our politi- 
cal muddlers mess everything up? I was 
asked to rejoin and take over a district in 
Ireland. Not me. I could see myseli 
raising Cain in about ten minutes and 
washed out the end of a week. Soldiers 
aren't required in Ireland.” 

“NO? 

“No, Nor policemen, nor machine guns. 
Ireland stands in need of a little man 
with an Irish accent and the soul of 
Christ.” 


OLA rose to her feet. Fallaray had 
done the same thing and was bending 
over his mother. 

And so Chalfont with, it must be con- 
fessed, a slightly rueful glance at his plate 
told the waiter to give his bill to his chief, 
and followed Madame de Brézé along the 
lane between the tables and up the long 
path of the “monkey house.” And pres- 
ently, when Fallaray gave his number to 
the flunky and waited for his coat and 
hat, Chalfont carried out his orders. He 
went forward. “How do you do?” he 
said. “Wonderful weather.” It was a lit- 
tle lame. 

Fallaray did not recognize the speaker 
except as a man who obviously had been 
a soldier. A left hand had been presented. 
The other was eloquent enough. “How 
are you?” he replied. “Yes, it is won- 
derful weather.” 

And then Chalfont made the plunge. 
“IT want to introduce you, if I may, to 
one of our Allies who admires you very 
much. Madame de Brézé—Mr. Fallaray.” 

Fallaray turned . From the lit- 
tle eager hand that nestled into his own 
Lola sent a message of all the hero-wor- 
ship and adoration that possessed her soul, 
and all the desire to serve and love that 
had become the one overwhelming passion 
of her life. 

But neither spoke. 

A moment later she was standing with 
Peter Chalfont, watching Fallaray on his 
way out with the two little ladies. 

Her heart was fluttering like the wings of 
a bird. 


Bet half-way through the evening, 
aiter having been swept away by 
Tschaikowsky’s “Francesca da Rimini’ and 
the Fantasy from “Romeo and Juliet” 
and stirred deeply by Wagner’s “Ride 
of the Valkyries,” Fallaray underwent 
a strange and disconcerting experience. 
Leaving his place between his mother and 
old Lady Ladbroke, he went to smoke a 
cigaret in the foyer of the hall during 
the intermission. The music had gone to 
his brain and driven out of it for the mo- 
ment the anxieties that beset him. All 
the vibrations of that wonderful orchestra 
flew about him like a million birds and 
the sense of sex that he had got from 
Lola’s touch ran through his veins. 

He went through the swing-doors and 
out onto the steps of the building. It 
was one of those wonderful nights which 
come sometimes in April and touch the 
city with magic. It was like the advance 
guard of June bringing with it the warmth 
and the scents of that exquisite month. 
The sky was clear and almost Italian, and 
the moonlight lay like snow on the roofs. 


It cast long shadows across the street 
Fallaray looked up at the stars and ag 
new and curious thrill of youth ran 
through him and a sort of impatience at 
having missed something—he hardly knew 
what. Wherever he looked he seemed ty 
see two wide-apart eyes filled with adora- 
tion and longing and a little red mouth 
half open. “De Brézé,”’ he said to him- 
self. “De Brézé.” And the name seemed 
to hold romance and to carry his thoughts 
out of London, out of the present and 
back to the times of beflowered garments 
and powdered heads, of minuets and high 
red heels. 


ND as he stood there, far away from 
the bewilderment and futility of Par- 
liament, a car drove up to the hall and 
two women got out. They were Mrs 
Malwood and Feo and they were dressed 
in country clothes—the curious country 
clothes affected by them both. Mrs. Mal- 
wood, who was laughing and excited, 
passed Fallaray without noticing him and 
entered the building. But Feo drew up 
short in front of him, amazed at his ex- 
pression. “Good Lord, Arthur,” she said, 
“what are you doing here and what on 
earth are you thinking about?” 

Music and the stars and Lola were in 
his eyes as he looked at her. “I thought 
you were in the country,” he said. 

“IT was. I shall be again in an hour 
or two. In the middle of dinner I sud- 
denly remembered that a protégé of mine, 
Leo Kirosch, was to sing here to-night. 
So I dashed up. He's in the second part 
of the program, so I shall be in time to 
hear him. It entirely rotted the party, but 
that couldn't be helped.”’ 

She had never seen that look in Fal- 
laray’s eyes before and was intrigued. It 
had never been brought to life by her 
Could it be possible that this Quixote, this 
st. Anthony, had looked at last upon the 
flesh pots? What fun if he had! How 
delicious was the mere vague idea of Fal- 
laray, of all men, being touched by any- 
thing so ordinary and human as love, and 
how vastly amusing that she, who had 
worked herself into a sort of half belief 
that she was attracted by this young 
Polish singer, should now stand face to 
face with the man to whom she was tied 
by law, though by no other bonds. The 
dash up from the country was worth it 
even though she had risen unsatisfied 
from dinner and missed her coffee and 
cognac. . . . Or was it that she her- 
self, having dropped from the clouds, and 
looking as she knew she did, more beau- 
tiful and fresh than usual because of her 
imaginary love affair with this long-haired 
youth who sang like a thrush, had brought 
this unaccustomed look into her husband's 
eyes? . . . . How very amusing! 

“Do you mean to say that having only 
driven down this afternoon to the coun- 
try, you’ve come all the way up again 
“ to hear two or three songs?” 

I do,” she said. ‘Mad, isn’t it? ‘That 
crazy woman Feo on the rampage again. 
Is that what you're thinking?” 

“Something like that,” he answered, and 
smiled at her. He felt queerly and charm- 
ingly young that night and lenient and 
rather in sympathy with madness. The 
Cromwellianism in which he had wrapped 
himself had fallen temporarily from his 
shoulders. He put his hand under het 
elbow and brought her up to the top 
step on a level with himself. 


Y God,” thought Lady Feo, “the 

4 man’s alive for once. He tingles. 
I must be looking well.” What did it 
matter if Leo Kirosch was singing and she 
would miss his songs? It was much bet- 
ter sport to stand on the steps of that old 
building and flirt with her husband. She 
took his arm and stood close against him 
and looked up into his face with her most 
winning smile. “It gave me the shock of 
my life to see you here.” she said. “I 
didn’t know that you had a penchant for 
these suburban orgies. Who are you 
with?” 

‘My mother and Aunt Betsy.” 

Under any other circumstances Feo 
would have thrown back her head and 
laughed derisively. Those two old _ birds. 
Instead of which she snuggled a little 
closer just to see the effect. It was ages 
since she had treated this man to anything 
in the nature of familiarity, in fact it was 
the first time since that night when she 
had made him kiss her because his profile 
and his tennis playing had obsessed her. 

“After you've taken them home,” she 
said, “why not motor back with us? It’s 
a gorgeous night, and the Eliots’ cottage 
is high up on a range of hills almost with- 
in reaching distance of the stars.” 

(Continued on page 80b) 
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Her grotesque sense of humor carried 
her away. How immense it would be to 


| tempt this man out of the stony path of 
| duty and see what he would do. What 


a story for her little friends! What 
screams of mirth she could evoke in her 
recital of so amazing an event, especially 
as she could dress it all up as she alone 
knew so well how to do! And then to be 
able to add to it all the indignant broken 
English of Kirosch at finding himself de- 
serted. He had promised to sing to her 
that night. What a frightfully funny 
story. 

For a moment or two, with the intoxi- 


| cation of music and of those wide-apart 


eyes still upon him, Fallaray stood closer 
to his wife than he had ever been. It 
seemed to him that she had grown softer 
and sweeter and he was surprised and full 
of wonder, until he remembered that she 
had come to see Kirosch, whom she called 
her protégé—and then he understood. 

Mrs. Malwood came out and _ luckily 
broke things up. “He’s singing,’ she said. 
“Aren't you coming in? Good heavens, 
Feo, what the deuce are you playing at? 
You've dragged me up and ruined every- 
thing, only to miss the very thi ng you 
seemed so keen to hear. What is the 
idea?” She recognized Fallaray and said, 
“Oh, it’s you.” 

And he bowed and got away—that kink 
in Feo’s nature was all across her face 
like a birthmark. 

And when Feo looked again, she saw 
in Fallaray’s eyes once more the old aloof- 
ness, the old dislike: And she laughed 
and threw back her head. “Cherchez la 
femme,” she said. “One of these days 
I'll get you to tell me why you looked 
like that.” And she disappeared with Mrs. 
Malwood to smile down on Kirosch from 
her seat near the platform. 

And Fallaray remained out under the 
stars, his intoxication all gone. Nowhere 
cou'd he see and nowhere did he wish to 
see those wide-apart eyes with their ador- 
ation. The tingle of that little hand had 
left him. And just as he turned to go 
back into the building a newspaper boy 
darted out to a side street with a shrill 
raucous cry, “Speshall. Mines Floodin’. 
Riots in Wales. Speshall.” 


HE tears that blinded her eyes had 

gone when Chalfont came back from 
the cloak room. He saw on Lola’s face 
a smile that made him think of sunlight 
on a bank of primroses. 

But they didn’t go to the Coliseum af- 
ter all. It so happened that just as they 
were about to leave the Savoy Chalfont 
was pounced upon by a little woman, the 
sight of whom made Lola long to burst 
into a laugh. She was amazingly fat, al- 
most as fat, indeed, as one of those pa- 
thetic women who go round with circuses 
and sit in a tent all by themselves dressed 
in tinsel and present an unbelievable leg 
to gaping yokels and say, “Pinch it, 
dearie, and see for yourself.’ Her good- 
natured face, with eyes as blue as bird’s 
eggs, ran down into three double chins. 
It was crowned with a mass of hair dyed 
a brilliant yellow, the roots of which grew 
blackly like last year’s leaves under 
spring’s carpet. With an _ unconceivable 
lack of humor she was dressed like a flap- 
per. She was a comic note in a tragic 
world. “Oh hello, Peter,” she said. “You 
bad boy, you've deserted me,’ and then 
she looked at Lola with a beaming smile 
of appreciation and added, “No wonder.” 

More than a little annoyed because the 
one thing that he most wanted was to 
keep Lola to himself, Peter presented his 
cork hand. “I've been in the country,” 
he said. “I’m awfully sorry I had to miss 
your party. Lady Cheyne—Madame de 
Brézé.” 

“There, I knew you were French. I’ve 
been betting on it ever since you came in. 
We could see you two from our table.” 
She waved her hand towards a group of 
six or seven people who were standing at 
the top of the stairs. “Come along home 
with me now,” she said. “We're going to 
have some music. I’ve got a new Rus- 
sian violinist—you needn’t be afraid, he’s 
been thoroughly disinfected—and a dear 
thing who sings the roof off. 1 can’t pro- 
nounce her name. It’s a cross between a 
sneeze and an oath. I believe she comes 
from Czecho-Slovakia. Also, I’ve got 
Alton Cartridge, the poet. He's going to 
read one of his latest effusions. He’s the 


great futurist, you know. That is, he 
doesn’t bother himself about rhymes and 
not very much about reason. Why don't 
you both come?” 

Chalfont looked quickly at Lola and 
signaled “For God's sake, no. 

So she said, “I should love to.” The 
name and fame of Lady Cheyne was well 
known to her through the medium of the 
“Letters of Evelyn.”’ 

“That’s very sweet of you, my dear. 
One hundred Kensington Gore. Memorize 
it, because I know that Peter will forget. 
He always does. We can’t raise a car 
between us, so we're all going in taxis. 
See you later, then.”’ 

She squeezed Lola’s hand, nodded ro- 
guishly at Peter and bounced away to 
join her friends, watched hypnotically by 
people on their way out who, although she 
was one of London’s landmarks, had never 
seen her before. 

Chalfont was abominably disappointed. 
It would have been so jolly to have had 
Lola all to himself. “Wasn't that rather 
unkind of you?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said Lola, “it was, but I could- 
n't resist the chance to see Lady Cheyne 
at home and discover if all the stories 
about her are true. I’m so sorry, but af- 
ter all we can do the Coliseum another 


night.” 
“Oh, well then, that’s all right.” He 
brightened up considerably. “Probably 


you will be more amused at number a 
hundred than you would have been at the 
Coliseum. Poppy manages to surround 
herself with all the latest freaks.’ He led 
her out, captured a cab and gave the man 
the address. 

“Tell me about her,” said Lola. “You 
know her very well, it seems.” 

“No, I don’t. I’ve only met her twice. 
She arrives at Christian names within 
half an hour. She calls herself the mother 
of thousands, and is, although she’s never 
had a child of her own. Nobody knows 
who she was before she married Sir Wil- 
liam Cheyne, the contractor, but it’s gen- 
erally believed that she’s the daughter of 
a country parson brought up between the 
Bible and the kitchen garden. She tells 
everybody that she was very pretty as a 
girl. It’s her horticultural training that 
makes her look like a cauliflower. The 
old man died about ten years ago and 
left her very well off. She's really a re- 
markable little soul, greatly to be re- 
spected. Every struggling artist who has 
ever found his way into London has been 
financed by her. She has a heart of gold, 
and during the war she was the chairman 
of one of the soldiers’ entertainment com- 
mittees. I shall never forget seeing her 
behind the lines in the uniform of the 
W.A.A.C.S., surrounded by muddy Tom- 
mies just relieved. She was a prime fa- 
vorite out there and was known as “The 
Bloomin’ Poppy’ throughout the British 
Army. How long are you going to be in 
London?” He switched suddenly to per- 
sonalities. 

“For the rest of the season,” said Lola, 
“and then my plans are uncertain. I may 
go down to Buckinghamshire, or I may 
spend July at Dinard. It isn’t settled 
yet.” She had heard Lady Feo talk over 
both places with Mrs. Malwood. 

“I wonder if I’ve met your husband 
about London?” 

I am a widow,” said Lola. Her tone 
was a little sad but, at the same time, it 
was filled with resignation. 

That was something to know. There 
was no further information forthcoming, 
however, and as Peter was one of those 
men who had a great respect for fourth 
walls he left it at that. 


HEY were the last to arrive. Their 

cab had stalled three times in Picca- 
dilly and coughed badly through Knight's 
Bridge. Every window of number a hun- 
dred was alight, and as they entered the 
hall a high soprano voice was sending 
piercing vibrations all through the house. 
A long oak settle in the hall was covered 
with strange coats and stranger hats, and 
there were queer people sitting on the 
stairs. The drawing-room was obviously 
overflowing. 

Lola picked her way up-stairs, Chalfont 
following closely. Among these people 
who conveyed the impression of having 
slept in their clothes—Art is always a lit- 
tle shy of cold water—Lola felt a sense 

(Continued on page 80d) 


With the holiday season many parents consider sending their children to pri- 
vate schools for the second term. Some wish to make a change from one 
school to another. The School Bureau of Harper’s Bazar has a remarkable 
fund of information on hand concerning all the best schools of the country. 


Do not hesitate to call upon the School Bureau for advice and assistance. 
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The Girl Women 
en Admire 


and 


Some girls seem tc have all the good times while others 
look on and wonder how they do it. Yet these popular 
girls are often not especially endowed with beauty. Why 
do they inspire so much masculine admiration? 


The principal attraction is often the alluring fresh 
smoothness of skin which all men admire. Did you ever 
see a girl with a poor complexion receive much attention? 


Be the envied girl yourself 


There is no reason why you should be content with any- 
thing less than a perfect skin. You can make your com- 
plexion smooth and fresh—you can free it from blemishes. 
You can keep it in fine texture and develop a charming 
natural color, 


How necessary it is to wash your face is proved by the 
statements of leading skin specialists. You risk serious skin 
disorders when you fail to protect your skin by daily 
cleansing. Your one big problem is the choice of soap. 


Select the mildest 


If you feel afraid of soap it is because you have been 
using the wrong kind. You will have no further anxiety 
after you try Palmolive. The formula has been perfected 
to give the women the mildest, balmiest facial soap it is 
possible to produce. 


A MOLE 





Envy 


Blended from the palm and olive oils Cleopatra used as 
cleansers, its smooth, bland, creamy lather cleanses with- 
out the slightest hint of harshness. 


What Palmolive does 


Softly massaged into your skin with your two hands, the 
fragrant lather enters every tiny pore and skin cell, dis- 
solving the accumulations of dirt, oil secretions and per- 
spiration which otherwise clog and enlarge them. (When 
this dirt carries infection, blemishes result.) 

This thorough cleansing keeps your skin clear and fine 
in texture. Healthful stimulation of circulation gives you 
that inimitable and becoming natural color. 


After thorough rinsing apply a touch of cold cream. I* 


your skin is unusually dry, rub in cold cream before wash- 
ing. 
10 cents—and the reason 


While palm and olive oils are the most expensive soap 
ingredients, the enormous demand for Palmolive allows us 
to import them in such enormous quantity that it reduces 
cost. 

This same demand keeps the Palmolive factories work- 
ing day and night. This is another price-reducing factor 
which gives you this luxurious cleanser at the price of 
ordinary soap. 

Mail the coupon for free trial cake and let the creamy 
Palmolive lather tell its own story. 


THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY, Milwaukee, U. S. A. 


The Palmolive Company of Canada, Limited, 
Toronto, Ont. 
Manufacturers of a Complete Line cf Toilet Articles 


Volume and efficiency produce 
25-cent quality for 


10c 


Copyright 1921—The Palmolive Co. 1393 





A queen's cosmetics 


Palm and olive oils were reserved for 
royalty and riches in ancient Egypt. 
Cleopatra used them both as cleanser 
and cosmetics, And whatever elaborate 
aids to beauty she employed, her toilet 
began with ceremonial bathing. To this 
the ruins of her elaborate marble baths 
are silent testimony. Now we employ her 
favorite beautifiers in a toilet luxury all 
can enjoy at a price ali can afford. 


TRIAL CAKE FREE 
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ill out and mail to 
THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY 
Dept. No. A-441, Milwaukee, U.S.A. 
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Slender, tapering fingers, 
tipped with softly glowing 
nails of petal-like loveliness 
—a magnet to which every 
eye instinctively turns 


YOUR HANDS... 


Open Pages in Your 


Book of Life 


They may, with five minutes a week and this new Mant- 
cure, tell truly of Good Breeding, Culture and Charm 


Call for Glazo today, at leading 
department and drug stores. Tonight 
dedicate five minutes to the joy of 
lovely nails which truly express You. 
The Glazo Company, 25 Blair Ave., 
Cincinnati. John A. Huston Co., 
Selling Agents for Canada, 61 Ade- 
laide Street East, Toronto. 


Your hands are open pages in your 
Book of Life—pages which everyone 
may read. What story do they tell? 


They may, with a little care, tell 
of culture and good breeding, of 
daintiness and charm. Only five 
minutes a week with this simple, new 
manicure will lend a distinctive deli- 
cacy and grace to the beauty o 
mar car alias For a Five-Minute Manicure 

Merely bathe your finger-tips in 
warm, soapy water, and brush each 
nail with Glazo Liquid Nail Polish. 
That is all—you need never use a 
buffer. All week long your nails will 
radiate a natural, flowerlike charm 
which will be refreshed each time 2 Dip tiny brush in Glazo Liquid 
your hands are bathed. Nail Polish and cover each nail 


‘ , evenly with light film. Allow 
For the Finger-Tips, moment for drying, then rinse in 
here’s Magic, Too 


cold water, and rub briskly with 
For your finger-tips, there’s beautify- Sor a penn oF Se. 
ing magic in Glazo Cuticle Massage. 3 To remove Glazo, moisten one 
Use it with your orangestick to shape nail at atime with Glazo Remover, 
the cuticle; massage it in and leave and wipe off immediately, while 
it overnight. This delicate antiseptic wet. When each nail is perfectly 
cream quickly perfects the cuticle smooth, proceed with Glazo Polish 
and woos away each tiny flaw. as before. 


Price 50c complete 


Glazo Polish and Glazo 
Polish Remover 


File each nail neatly, pressing back 

and shaping cuticle with orange 
stick dipped in Glazo Cuticle Mas- 
sage. Then bathe finger-tipsin warm, 
soapy water, and wipe dry. 










You'll like it we know, this complete little 
week-end Manicure set containing Glazo 
Liquid Nail Polish, Glazo Cuticle Massage, 
Glazo Polish Remover,Orange Stick, Brush, 
Emery Strip, and some new ideas about the 
care of the hands. We'll mail it promptly 
upon receipt of the attached coupon an 
12 cents in stamps — Send for it today. 


For Complete Manicure, Send this Coupon and 12 Cents 


THE GLAZO COMPANY 
25 Blair Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 


Iam enclosing 12 cents, for which you will please mail mea 
complete Minute Manicure Set 


Name aupbensiinanideal . — 
Mail Address 
a aiding 


Name of Dealer................ 
(Of course you will write name and ‘address plainly) 
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of distress. Democratic in her ability to 
make friends with all honest members of 
the proletariat like those in the servants’ 
sitting-room in Dover Street, she felt hope- 
lessly aristocratic when it came to affecta- 
tion with dandruff on its velvet collar. 

The drawing-room, wide and lofty, was 
one great square of bad taste—filled, over- 
filled, with what America aptly calls 
“junk.” Spurious Italian furniture jostled 
with imitation English oak. Huge pieces 
of fake tapestry hung on the walls side by 
side with canvases of extremely self-con- 
scious nudes. Early Victorian what-nots 
covered with silver: apostle spoons jostled 
with Tottenham-Court Road antiques. All 
the lamp shades on the numerous electric 
lamps were red and heavy, so that the 
light crept through. To add to the con- 
glomeration of absurdities the whole place 
reeked with burning joss-sticks. A woman 
who dyes her hair a brilliant yellow in- 
variably burns something on the altar of 
renewed optimism. The only thing that 
rang true in the room was the grand piano, 
and that was kept in tune. 

Sprawling on divans, which were ranged 
round the walls, Lola could make out the 
forms of men and women of all sizes, ages 
and nationalities. The men had more hair 
than the women. There must have been 
at least sixty people present, among whom 
Peter Chalfont looked like a greyhound 
and Lola like an advertisement of some- 
body’s soap. A tremendous woman, stand- 
ing with her feet wide apart like a sea- 
captain in a gale or a self-conscious golfer 
on the first tee, was singing Carmen’s most 
flamboyant aria. She was accompanied by 
a little person of the male gender whose 
lank black locks flapped over his eyes. 
They seemed to be competing in making 
the most noise, because when the pianist 
attempted to overwhelm the voice with all 
the strength that he possessed the singer 
filled herself with breath, gripped the floor 
with her well-trained feet, and sent forth 
sounds that must have been excessively 
trying to the Albert Memorial. 


T the end of this shattering event Lady 
Cheyne bubbled forward and took 


Lola’s hand. “What do you do, my 
dear?” she asked, as though she were a 
performing dog to be put through her 
tricks. To which Lola replied, ‘Nothing. 
Nothing at all,’ with rock-like firmness. 
So the exhibitor of human _ vanities 
turned persuasively to Peter. “But you 
whistle, don’t you?” she asked. And Peter 
with a stiffening spine replied, “Yes, but 


only for taxis. 

“In that case,” said Lady Cheyne, gen- 
uinely astonished that neither of the new 
arrivals showed any eagerness to jump at 
her suggestion to advertise, ‘find a corner 
somewhere. A little protégé of mine is 
going to dance for us. She is an inter- 
preter of soul moods. So wonderful and 
inspiring. You'll love it, I'm sure.” 

Obeying orders Peter led Lola into a 
distant corner, eyed by various artists 
who labeled him “soldier” and dismissed 
him loftily. The passing of Lola sent a 
quiver through them and they were ready 
for the first available opportunity to atti- 
tudinize about her chair. At a sign from 
Lady Cheyne the little pianist commenced 
to play one of Heller’s “Sleepless Nights” 
and a very thin girl, wrapped in a small 
piece of chiffon, dropped into the middle 
of the room like a beam of moonlight. 

“A spring onion,” said Chalfont in a 
whisper, “newly plucked from the warm 
earth.” The burst of applause drowned 
Lola’s flutter of laughter. The interpre- 
tation of soul moods resolved itself, of 
course, into the usual series of prancings 
and high jumps, scuttlings round and 
roguish bendings, a final leap into the 
air and a collapse upon the floor. It was 
the old Maud Allen stuff, 

And so the evening 
There were violin solos by 
of false ecstasy, piano solos by women 
who put that long-suffering instrument 
through every conceivable form of torture, 
readings of nebulous drivel by the poet 
Cartridge in a high-pitched minor-canon 
voice and recitations by women without 
restraint or humor—disciples of the new 
poetry which Chalfont, quoting from one 
of the precocious members of the Bache- 
lors Club, called “Loose Verse.” 


unwound itself. 
men in a frenzy 


ND then came supper, a welcome event 
for which all those sixty people had 
been saving up. This was served in the 
dining-room, another large and eccentric 
apartment where an embittered man mani- 
pulated the punch bowl and was in great 
request. As soon as she had seen all her 
guests fully occupied with chicken salad 
and fish croquettes, Lady Cheyne returned 





to the deserted drawing-room where she 
found Chalfont and Lola in deep conver- 
sation. She burst upon them like a hand 
grenade, crying, “Aren't they darlings? 
Every one a genius and all of them 
hungry. ‘They come to me like homing 
pigeons, and I do my best to get them 
placed. Always I have here one or two 
of the great impresarios—-agents, you 
know, and sometimes I achieve the pres- 
ence of an actor-manager. But Shakes- 
peare is out of fashion now and so all 
my Romeos and Juliets stand a _ poor 
chance. 1 often sigh for dear Sir Herbert, 
who came here for what he called ‘atmos- 
phere and local color.’ You must come 
again, my dear. Peter will be very glad 
to bring you, I’m sure, and I shall be de- 
lighted to have you for my week-end 


parties. I have a place at Whitecross, 
Bucks. ‘The garden runs down to the 
Fallaray place, you know—” 


From that point on, that big point, ‘Lola 
ceased to listen. 
The whole evening had been filled with 


amazing sensations. Panic, the sudden 
switch to reassurance, the ‘excitement of 
meeting Chalfont, the sweeping joy of 


touching Fallaray’s hand and the knowl- 
edge that having broken through the hoop, 
she could now continue to emerge from 
Dover Street with her new and eager com- 
panion to serve an apprenticeship for her 


final réle. She had lived a year in an 
evening. But there was still an- 
other sensation lying in wait for her. 


The moment had come when she must re- 
turn unseen to Castleton Terrace, and get 
back to Dover Street in good time to re- 
assume the part of lady’s maid so that she 
might not be caught by the housekeeper 
and reported—a chance for which Miss 
Breezy was eagerly waiting. 

And as she sat unconscious of Lady 

Cheyne’s babble and the buzz of conver- 
sation which drifted in from the dining- 
room, she switched on her brain. 
How in the name of all that was wonder- 
ful was she to give Chalfont the slip? 
That was the new problem to solve, be- 
cause, of course, he would naturally insist 
on seeing her home in the ordinary course 
of events. If he had thought about it 
at all, she knew that he must have imag- 
ined that she was staying either at the 
Ritz, the Carlton or the Berkeley; or that 
she was living in one of the smaller houses 
in Curzon Street, Half Moon Street or 
Norfolk Street, Park Lane. . 

The jagged ‘end of panic settled upon 
her once more and her hands grew icy 
It was utterly essential to her future plans 
that Chalfont should remain in complete 
ignorance of her identity. He must be 
used by her during the remainder of the 


season. He must bring her again to this 
house. Lady Cheyne had become an im- 
portant factor in her scheme because the 


garden of her country house ran down to 
Chilton Park. It was to Chilton Park 
that Fallaray loved to go alone for the 
week-end and wander about, gaining re- 
freshment for his tired brain, and always 
it had seemed to Lola, when she had dared 
to look into the future, that this place, 
standing high up on the ridge of hills 
above the vale of Aylesbury, backed by a 
great beech forest and landmarked by the 
white cross that had been cut by the Rom- 
ans, was the first milestone on her road 
to love and to the fulfilment of the dream 
which had held her all those years. 


THE problem of her escape and _ her 
Cinderella flight became more and more 
pressing. What fib could she invent to tell 
Chalfont? Without any doubt he would 
ask her for permission to call. He would 
want to know her telephone number and 
her address. In his eye already there 
was the Simpkins look, the Ernest Tread 
well expression and, but for his innate 
chivalry and breeding, she knew that he 
would have given tongue to some of the 
things which she could see at the back of 
his eyes. 

It was past eleven. She had heard the 
clock in the hall strike just now. She be- 
gan to rehearse a series of scenes. She 
saw herself rise and say, “I must go now 
A thousand thanks for all that you have 
done for me this evening. Will you please 
ask Lady Cheyne if I may have a taxi?” 
She saw herself standing on the doorstep, 
the taxi waiting, with Chalfont assuming 
that he was to play the cavalier and even- 
tually stand bare-headed holding her hand 
opposite the shabby little villa in Castle- 
ton Terrace. Which would never 
do. Madame de Brézé did not live any- 
where near Queen’s Road, Bayswater. 

She saw herself driven by Chalfont to 
the Ritz or the Carlton, escorted by him 
to the lift where he would wait to see the 
(Continued on page 82) 
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last of her as she was taken up to the 
rooms that she did not possess. . 

That also was impossible. Great heavens, 
what was she to do? Trying again, her 
hands icier than ever, she saw’ Chalfont 
with growing incredulity listening to cock 
and bull stories, which ran like this: “I 
don’t want you to see me home. As a 
matter of fact I’m very old-fashioned.” 
Or, “We must say good-night here. I’m 
staying with a puritanical aunt who will 
be sure to ask me who brought me home, 
and when I say, ‘Sir Peter Chalfont,’ her 
answer will be, ‘I didn’t know you knew 
Sir Peter Chalfont. Where did you meet 
him?’ And then I shall have to tell the 
story of how you picked me up. Can you 
imagine the result?” ... And this 
was hopeless because, of course, Peter 
would say, “How in the name of all that’s 
marvelous will your good old aunt know 
who brings you home? Good old aunts 
haven’t got to know the truth. Besides, 
if it comes to that, you can drop me about 
ten doors from the house and then go on 
alone. It’s perfectly easy, and it’s done 
every day.” And who, after all, was this 
aunt? Miss Breezy, the housekeeper. 

Phew! 

And then came an inspiration. ... 
“I’m very hungry,” she said aloud. “I 
begin to remember that dinner was a little 
unsatisfactory.” She laughed, and Peter 
laughed. “But I must go and powder my 
nose. Please don’t bother, Lady Cheyne. 
I'll find my way and rejoin you in a mo- 
ment.” She picked up the cloak which 
she had brought into the drawing-room, 
threw at Chalfont a smile of the most 
charming camaraderie, touched Lady 
Cheyne’s arm in a way that asked for 
friendship and left the drawing-room. 
With one quick look at the deserted hall 
with all its strange coats and stranger hats, 
she made for the front door, opened it, 
closed it behind her stealthily and ran 
down the stone path which led to the 
street. The theatre traffic was all headed 
towards High Street, Kensington. There 
was not a vacant taxi to be seen. It 
would not do to stand in front of the 
house, so the little Cinderella, who had 
not waited for the magic hour of twelve 
and had taken good care not to leave her 
crystal slipper behind her, ran up the 
street to the first turning and stood quiv- 
ering — excitement and glee beneath a 
friendly lamp post. A little laugh floated 
into the muggy air. 

“Yes, it’s a funny world, ain’t it?” 

It was a bobby who had sidled up from 
the shadow of a wall and towered above 
her, with a skeptical grin round his mouth. 

Instantly a new thought came _ into 
Lola’s head. “What would Lady Feo 
do?” She gave it five seconds and turned 
coolly, calmly and graciously to the arm 
of the law—a strong and obviously would- 
be familiar arm. This girl. 2 « 
ning about alone in evening dress. .. . 
at that time of night. 

“T told my car to wait here,” she said. 
“Evidently there has been some mistake. 
—— you be good enough to call me a 
cab?” 

A hand swept up to the peak of the 
helmet. “Nothing simpler, madam,” 


Y the grace of God and the luck that 

follows drunkards, a taxi was discharg- 
ing a fare half-way down the road. The 
ex-sergeant of the Sussex regiment put two 
fingers into his mouth. With a new inter- 
est in life, the cab made a wide turn and 
came up not without style, but with a 
certain amount of discretion, because of 
the uniform which could be seen beneath 
the lamp post. 

The bobby opened the door. There was 
admiration in his eyes. “A good fairy, 
ma’am,” he said. ' 

And Lola paused and looked up into 
his face—a man face, with a big mus- 
tache and rather bristling eyebrows, a 
dent in a firm chin and the mark of 
shrapnel on the left cheek bone. “A very 
good fairy,” she said. ‘You'll never know 
how good. Thanks, most awfully.” 

And once more the hand flicked to the 
brim of the helmet, as Lola in an under- 
tone gave her address to the driver. . 

Not even the bobby must see the anti- 
climax which would be brought about by 
such an address as Castleton Terrace. 

A scrawny black cat rose and arched its 
back as Lola, telling the taxi man to wait, 
ran up the steps. One of those loose bells 


that jangle indiscreetly woke the echoes 
in the sleeping street, and the door was 
opened by the invincible Mrs. Rumbold, 
tired-eyed, with yawn marks all over her 


€. 

“Well, here you are, dearie,” she said, 
as cheerful as usual, ‘“absoballylootely to 
the minute. The old man ain’t turned up 
yet. But you’ re not going to keep the 
taxi waiting?’ 

“Ves,” said Lola. 

“Gor blimey.” The comment was a 
perfectly natural one under the circum- 
stances. 

And while Lola changed back again 
into the day clothes of the lady’s maid, 
Mrs. Rumbold lent a willing hand and 
babbled freely. It was good to have 
someone to speak to. Her legless son had 
been put to bed two hours before, asking 
himself, “Have they forgotten?” 

Finally the inevitable question, which 
Mrs. Rumbold for all her lessons in dis- 
cretion, simply could not resist. ‘Where 
have you been, dearie?” 

And Lola said, “The Savoy. I dined 
with a knight in shining armor with a 
white cross on his chest.” 

“Oh,” said Mrs. Rumbold, “he was go- 
ing on to a fancy ball, I suppose. Lord, 
how these boys love to dress themselves 
up.” But a lurking suspicion of some- 
thing that was not quite right edged its 
way into that good woman’s thoughts. 
What was little Lola Breezy from the 
shop round the corner doing with a gent 
as ’ad enough money to dine at the Savoy 
and sport about in old-time costumes? 
“Well, of course, as I said before, you 
can only live once. But watch your step, 
dearie. Lots of banana skins about.” 

And Lola drew her arms round the 
woman’s neck and kissed her warmly. 
“Fate has swept the pavement for me, 
she said, once more as Feo would have 
spoken, “I shall not make any slip . 


RNEST TREADWELL faced her at the 

bottom of the steps, and beneath the 
peak of his flabby cap his eyes were filled 
with fright. 

“Is anything the matter with Father or 
Mother?” 

“No,” he said. 

“Why do you look like that, then?” 
Her hand fell away from his coat, If 
there was nothing wrong’ with her 
parents . 

He edged her away from the cab and 
spoke quickly, without the usual stammer 
and timidity. He was laboring under a 
passion of apprehension. It made him 
almost rude. “I came this way round 
the Tube and saw you get out of this cab 
dressed up like a . - . a lady. What 
are you doing? Where ’ave you been?” 
He caught her by the wrist, excited by a 
sense of impending evil. Oh God, how he 
loved this girl! 

And Lola remembered this, although her 
brain was filled with pictures of the Savoy, 
of Chalfont and of Fallaray. Irritation, 
in which was mingled a certain degree of 
haughtiness, was dropped immediately. She 
knew that she had always been enthroned 
in this boy’s heart. She must respect his 
emotion. “Don’t worry about me, Ernie,” 
she said, soothingly. “Lady Feo gave me 
the dress. I changed into it at Mrs. Rum- 
bold’s and brought it back for her to work 
on again. It isn’t quite right.” 

“But where could you go to wear a 
thing like that—and the cloak? You 
looked so—so unlike . . . .” He could 
only see her as she used to be behind the 
shop and out for walks with him. 

And Lola gave a little reassuring laugh, 
because an answer was not ready. If in- 
stead of Ernest Treadwell the man who 
held her up had been Simpkins . 

“One of the girls had two stalls for ‘the 
St. James’—her brother’s in the box office 
—and so we both dressed up and went. 
It was great fun.”” Why did these men force 
her into lying? She took her hand away. 

“Oh,” he said, “I see,” his fear rising 
like a crow and taking wings. 

“And now, if you've finished playing the 
glaring inquisitor, I'll say good night.” 
She gave him her hand again. 

Covered with the old timidity he re- 
mained where he stood and gazed. There 
was something all about her, a glow, 2 
light, a look in her eyes that he had put 
there in his dreams . . . “Can’t I go 
with you to Dover Street?’ ‘ 

(Continued on page 100) 
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So they had managed to spy out my 
buying capacity! I looked at Wahuja, but 
he did not blink; I looked at ‘Tongu—he 


seemed to be equally guiltless. 

After another awkward pause Wahuja 
decided to launch an ultimatum. 

“If the white man will give the great 
king his little fire-stick, the king will sell 
his daughter for fifty pokon.” 


I beat him down to forty pokon, in con- 


sideration of the little fire-stick being 
unique in its rarity. 
Before the matter was finally settled 


Wahuja modestly suggested to His Majesty 
that two pokon be granted him out of the 
foreigner’s pocket as a kind of commis- 
sion This was too much for the queen, 
who raised her voice again, exclaiming that, 
as I had no parents, and Tongu lived 
alone in his house, it was best that Ali 
should pass her isolation period in the 
king’s house, where she—the queen—would 
watch over her personally, for which ser- 
vice she would require a bonus of two 
pokon, also to be paid by me. 


When a young girl is sold, she lives in 


the house of her parents-in-law until the 
price is paid and the wedding may take 


She is shut off in a separate room, 
may see no one, and may eat only certain 
articles of food. When necessary for her 
to go out of doors, she wears a nun’s 
dress of pandan leaves which covers her 
from the crown of her head to her feet. 
The woman taking charge of her is re- 
sponsible for her, and receives gifts at her 
wedding. 

Thus, at last the bargain was concluded. 


place. 


Ihe king could not conceal his joy; 
the queen also bubbled with anticipation; 
while W ahuja crept ahout chewing his 


gums over the good stroke of business he 
had done. 

We overate ourselves most grossly at 
dinner, to which both Wahuja and Tongu 
were invited, as a mark of appreciation for 
services rendered. 


HEN we finally departed, Wahuja ac- 
companied us with ostentatious friend- 
liness. 

I asked him how soon the marriage could 
take place, to which he made the business- 
like rejoinder that as soon as I had paid 
the money I could have the bride. 

We were saying good-by to the wise 
man down by the beach, when Tongu re- 
marked Wahuja had something on_ his 
mind, and hastened to call me back. 

Wahuja hesitated a moment, fidgeting 
on his sore feet. Then out it came. 

Could I raise so big a sum of money? 
Forty-four pokon was a big, very big tabu. 
If, however, I should be unable for the 
time being to pay, he would be only too 
pleased to assist me. He had several good 
friends who had tabu in reserve, and, if I 
cared to borrow the amount, he could ar- 
range the matter at an interest of one 
pokon for every five as borrowed. 

Twenty per cent.! I agreed to borrow 
half the money, for I realized that it was 
part of the purchase price. If I refused 
his help he would certainly discover a 
fresh moral objection to the marriage. 

Before letting me escape, he made one 
more offer. If I wished to raise the re- 
maining half of the money by selling the 
contents of my sea-chest, he knew persons 
willing to pay high prices if necessary. 

Then at last we parted, the best of 
friends, every trace of condescension on 
Wahuja’s part gone. 

But no sooner was he out of earshot 
than Tongu burst into loud complaints. 
We could easily have bought the girl for 
half the money—the king’s expression told 
him that. I should never have offered 
fiity pokon, but should have said that 
there were many more pretty girls on this 
happy island. With the fire-stick thrown 
in, twenty pokon would have been an ex- 
cellent price. 

“Tongu,” I said, “I would 
everything I possess—and more 


have 
-for 


given 
Ali.” 


MONTH later we all assembled at the 
king's house, Tongu and Toko bear- 
ing the purchase-money in their baskets. 
We were received ceremoniously by Wa- 
huja, in the presence of the king and the 
whole court. 
When the question of money was at last 
settled, the queen appeared, escorting Ali 
into the room. She was covered from head 


to foot with a robe of pandan leaves, so 
that she had to be led forward by the 
hand 


As soon as her nun’s dress had been re- 
moved and she caught sight of me, she 
uttered a shriek of joy and ran towards 
me without the least regard for etiquette. 
His Majesty murmured, and Ali had to 
return to the queen until we men had 
chewed betel to seal the bargain. 
I now presented to the queen the prom- 


(Continued jrom page 
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ised handkerchief and white gloves, to- 
gether with the bonus agreed upon. At 
last Ali was mine in real and lawiul mar- 


riage. 
Then I took Ali home. 


Her bridal costume consisted of fresh- 
plucked red flowers in her hair and ears 
and round her neck. In addition, her 
whole body shone regally with thick coco- 
nut oil, while her breast and arms were 


painted with flaming streaks of yellow 

When Ali saw her new home she leaped 
high in the air with a shriek of delight. 
and began immediately to explore the in- 
terior. When she had finished she came 
up to me, put her arms round me, and 
looked up in my face, her whole soul shin- 
ing in her large, clear eyes. 

When we at last retired to rest, 
tears and smiles mingled as she clung to 
me, She called me by the most extraor- 
dinary names—fish, fowl, and other things 
I could not understand. She told me in 
the minutest detail all the sorrow and anx- 
iety she had suffered through being sepa- 
rated from me. 

We were incredibly happy, we two—we 
two quite alone. In the morning we 
jumped out of bed like two happy, in- 
toxicated birds, our voices bursting with 
song. 

We sat like two children, lazily watch- 
ing the hens scratching at the roots of the 
trees, laughing at the young. cockerets 
learning to flap their wings and crow. 

Ali would make a fire in the fireplace, 
choose the best taro bulbs from our food 
cupboard, wrap them carefully in fresh 
leaves, and place them on the red-hot 
stones. When they were properly roasted 
she would take them out and give them 
to me, tastefully served on a pisang leaf, 
together with a shell full of the milk of 
young coconuts. 

At first nothing would induce her to eat 
with me; she would squat down before me, 
enjoying every mouthful of bread I took, 
her eyes reflecting my glance, her face re- 
producing each expression of my own. 

She always drew back shyly whenever I 
tried to make her join me. She loved me 
too well to dishonor me by letting a woman 
eat in my presence—and this although we 
were quite alone. 


her 


After a struggle lasting for weeks, I per- 
suaded her to break this rule; but even 
then she acquiesced only from necessity, 


and was never sure but that by so doing 
she might be causing me some secret harm, 

Together we enlarged our garden, to- 
gether we planted taro bulbs, kneeling with 


our backs to the sun, sharing every labor, 
every pleasure. 
As we worked thus, day after day, she 


opened her whole mind to me. 

One day Ali came and put a string 
round my neck which she had made from 
coconut fiber. It was smeared with lime, 
and had an unpleasant smell. 

“What's that for?” 

“That is a charm against illness! I have 
taken it to the witch-doctor; he has 
stroked it and read words over it.” 

I had not the heart to take the string off 
when I saw the feeling of gladness and se- 
curity it gave her. 

Whenever we sat outside our cottage at 
sunset, and the sudden darkness fell upon 
us, her eyes grew frightened and she drew 
me by the arm into the cottage. 


‘T BEBE are two different kinds of spir- 
its, so Ali taught me. The good spirits 
of the Great Kings, coming over the sea 
from the west, were the first to discover 
the island, take possession of it and culti- 
vate the land. Their house stands by it- 


self behind the king’s house, and is the 
abode of the witch-doctor, who attends to 
them and fills their bowls with food, in re- 


turn for which they hear his prayers and 
direct his movements accordingly. 

The witch-doctor is also in touch with 
Nature’s elemental spirits, some of whom 
are good, some evil. 

One of them lives in the moon; you can 
see him sitting up there plaiting strings of 
coconut fiber. Another lives in the evening 
star, where he brews bad weather. But 
the one that lives inthe morning star makes 
good weather and causes the sun to shine. 

‘here is so much, much to beware 
of!” sighed Ali, ihabine round helplessly 
with anxious eyes. “At any moment an 
evil spirit may be lying in wait for you 

I sometimes tried seriously to :eason her 


out of these unhappy superstitions, but 
though she seemed to feel intuitively the 
great dissimilarity in our natures, I never 


quite convinced her of my invulnerability. 
On one occasion I had an attack of 
fever. I shivered with cold. Everything 
swam before my eyes. I was compelled to 
go to bed, covered with all the clothes and 
blankets I could find in my sea-chest. 
(Continued on page 86) 
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O those whose forebears have established stand- 
ards and traditions— 


To those who, by establishing their own standards 
and traditions, have justified American democracy— 


In home, in business or profession, in all the varied 
possessions that express their personality, perma- 
nence is a cherished ideal. 


To both groups the permanence of Stevens-Duryea 
appeals with all the strength of hearth and heritage. 


True motor car craftsmanship alone can produce 
permanence. 


It was Stevens-Duryea Craftsmanship that established 
many of the principles which underlie all modern 
motor car building. Stevens-Duryea Craftsmanship 
many years ago established standards of practice in 
harmony with the centuries-old traditions and ideals 
of New England. Stevens-Duryea Craftsmanship 
today is devoted to the task of raising these standards 
to new heights—to surpassing its great past. 


Such craftsmanship and its resulting permanence 
have a definite, practical value. 


Their first cost must be high, naturally; but in the 
deep satisfaction of steady, reliable service over a 
period of many years, they pay back and continue 
to pay back. 


A Stevens- Duryea car is a possession—to be bought 
with appreciation and cared for with respect. 


The building of a Stevens-Duryea requires many 
months of infinitely painstaking workmanship. This 
car cannot, therefore, be produced either in large 
quantities or on short notice. 
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“|\VAN ZANTEN’S HAPPY DAYS 


(Continued from page 84) 


Ali sat by my side with wide, terror- 
stricken eyes. Her expression during those 
days I have never forgotten. 

I gave her my hot hands to hold; I 
could feel how she shivered in sympathy 
with me, while she gurgled in her throat 
with fear and excitement. I knew that all 
the while she was trying to think of an an- 
tidote to the spell which she was convinced 
some woman had cast over me. 

Finally I sent her to fetch Tongu, so 
that he could search in my sea-chest for 
some quinine, the use of which he under- 
stood. 

She rose immediately, but stood for a 
long while hesitating before she dared re- 
lease my hands. Finally she pressed them 
convulsively to her breast and hurried 


way. 

1 don’t know how long I was alone. 
Suddenly I heard subdued voices outside, 
and the door epened to admit a tall, 
doubled-up, emaciated figure, which noise- 
lessly approached my mat, Ali remaining 
in the background with large, frightened 
eyes. 

I had never seen the man before. As he 
bent over me I observed that two turtle- 
shell plates hung tinkling from holes in his 
nostrils, while his long black beard, ar- 
ranged in three plaits, reached down to his 
stomach. 

He began to mumble, his face so close 
to mine that I could feel his breath, He 
put his hand on my forehead and combed 
my cheeks with his long fingers; but I was 
too weak to make any resistance whatever. 
Then he squatted at my side and produced 
from his basket one extraordinary article 
after another. A pungent smell filled the 
air; I believe it was ginger. In addition, 
there was betel, besides various dried 
herbs and leaves which I did not recognize. 
He took each thing separately and chewed 
it to a pulp, afterward chewing the whole 
lot together. He then spat the resulting 
cud out into a coconut shell, sprinkled it 
with burnt lime, and stirred it well to- 
gether. This remarkable preparation he 
proceeded to smear on my chest and arms, 
afterwards kneading it in thoroughly, all 
the while mumbling over me in tones which 
constantly varied in speed and power. 

I remember no more; but when I woke, 
many hours afterwards, the fever was gone, 
though I was so limp and weak that I 
could scarcely lift my hand. 

Ali crouched beside me, her eyes burning 
into mine; I do not think she left me for 
a moment during all those endless hours. 

When I opened my eyes and looked at 
her, she uttered a scream of joy and threw 
herself upon my breast, long, heart-break- 
ing sobs shaking her young, strong body. 


All became quiet and thoughtful. She 
took great care of herself, and often 
sat with her hands in her lap looking 
straight before her, silent and distrait, as 
if listening for something. 

She would not allow me to take a share 
of her work, but carried out all her daily 
duties with her customary care and thor- 
oughness. In the evening, however, when 
we lay with our hands behind our heads 
in the shadow of the house, her eyes never 
for a moment left my face. 

Every time I turned I found them star- 
ing into mine, shining with such unalloyed 
happiness and peace that my heart thrilled 
with tenderness. I have never seen that 
look in any other woman’s eyes. My 
mother’s eyes I remember but dimly. 

One morning Ali captured one of our 
young cocks, and, regardless of its peck- 
ing and shrieking, held it fast between her 
knees and pulled out two tail-feathers, one 
green and one red. This done, she let the 
bird go again, and walked proudly up to 
me, the feathers stuck in her hair. 

“Why did you do that?” I asked, aston- 
ished. 

“It will be a son now!” she said. “I 
have dreamed it!” 

Ali never did anything without first con- 
sidering whether it could harm “him”, 
She carefully destroyed every trace of 
mumut, burning all half-gnawed fish or 
chicken bones and never by any chance 
leaving a mouthful of food on her plate. 
Also, she seldom went beyond our stockade, 
for fear of being bewitched by some jeal- 
ous person or spirit. 

The days followed one another in a long 
and happy sequence. We had a good 
monsoon, with plenty of calm weather—a 
little rain occasionally, but practically no 
storms. 


EVERAL times during the early hours 

of the wonderful morning of my son's 
birth I came to the gate, waiting in vain 
for the old woman to open; call out I 
dared not, for fear of waking Ali. Finally, 
hearing the rattling of the house door and 
the beating of a mat on the step, I shouted 
loudly and. impatiently, and was at last 
allowed to enter my own yard. 

My mother-in-law showed all her teeth, 
stroked my arm, and exclaimed: “A son 
for your old age and your race!” 

I looked round vainly for something to 
give her. “You shall have a big tabu!” I 
said hastily, hurrying past her toward the 
door. 

I found the room divided into two com- 
partments by means of a screen formed of 
all the mats in the house, which the old 
woman had carefully sewn together. 

Then I remembered the islanders’ con- 
founded custom that a man may not see 
his wife before she is up and about. Con- 
signing their custom to the lower regions, 
I made toward the screen, intending to 
pull it aside, but the old woman seized my 
shoulder in a clawlike grasp, gesticulating 
violently as she expostulated with me. At 
last I persuaded her to let me see my son, 

She slipped under the screen. A rustling 
and a low, bleating noise followed, and a 
moment later she reappeared carrying a 
bundle enveloped in Ali’s new loin-skirt. 
She removed the wrapping, exposing to 
view a plump little shivering body, quite 
light brown in color, and covered all over 
with fine, downy hair. 

“Splendid shape!” ejaculated my mother- 
in-law, pointing proudly to the infant’s 
head, which she had pressed into shape 
with her hands. 

As I lifted the tiny form carefully in my 
arms, two large eyes suddenly shone into 
mine. They were Ali’s eyes, except, per- 
haps, a shade lighter in color. They stared 
straight at me, but, of course, could see 
nothing; I thought they looked rather as- 
tonished, perhaps a little angry. 

Immediately afterwards Ali’s voice spoke 
to me through the screen, tinged with a 
pathetic tenderness I had never heard be- 
fore: “Is he big and good?” she asked. 

“He is the biggest, the best... .” 

I realized with a pang that I lacked 
words to tell her in her own speech how 
utterly and completely wonderful I found 
the son she had given me. 

“Can you see it is you?’ she asked 
afresh, laughing happily. 

“Yes, my honey-vird, my ... .” 

Again words failed me. I lost control of 
myself. I tried to push my way under the 
screen, But my mother-in-law thrust me 
back, and Ali cried out in a warning, hor- 
rified voice: “You must not! You must 
not!” Then I resigned myself to the in- 
evitable. 

Before midday the event was known all 
over the village. In the afternoon Toko 
and Tongu came to see me, being received 
by my mother-in-law at the stockade gate, 
according to native custom, with great 
ceremony. 

I chewed a betel quid for both of 
them, and one for my mother-in-law, who 
was tremendously inflated with her im- 
portance and proud of her daughter. After 
we had chewed and spat for the period de- 
manded by etiquette, Toko and Tongu 
solemnly took their departure. 

Soon afterward the wise Wahuja paid 
a visit, escorted by two of the king’s 
servants bearing gifts to me from the 
king and from himself—a basket full of 
the finest coconuts on the island, sent spe- 
cially for Ali, a finely ground mussel-ax 
for me (a little work of art that really de- 
lighted me, and which I have still in my 
possession), a beautiful mat, plaited by 
the king’s women, and a little, fat suck- 
ling-pig from His Majesty’s sty. 

I was in such good humor with all the 
world that I could not think of letting 
Wahuja depart in vain. Having chewed 
our betel quids, I poured him out a glass, 
almost the last now, of the priceless rum. 
Wahuja, sighing mournfully on observing 
how little there was left in the bottle, 
licked the glass both inside and out, and 
proceeded to hold forth on the corrupti- 
bility of all things. 


ARLY the next morning I heard Ali’s 
voice. In a hushed, intense voice she 
kept repeating the same word. 
“What are you saying?” I asked 
through the screen. 
“Oasu! Oasu!’’ she whispered. 
(Continued on page 88) 
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VAN ZANTEN’S HAPPY 


(Continued 


“Oasu” means “the sun.” 

In such a manner did he receive his 
name. 

“Oasu! Oasu! 

How sweet the word sounded as_ she 


yodeled it in her soft, melodious voice, as 
full of tenderness as her heart was full of 
love! 

Each day as we lay in the shadow of 
our house, the boy crawling over her 
brown body, she would look down at him, 
her parted lips quivering with tenderness, 
murmuring incessantly, as if in benedic- 
tion: “Oasu! Odasu!”’ 

Ali took Oasu with her wherever she 
went, carrying him in a large silk scarf, 
the last one of my collection. I had hid- 
den it carefully from Tongu’s and Wahuja’s 
eyes; and now I had given it to Ali as a 
cradle for her first-born. 

The scarf was fastened at the back of 
her neck, passing under her left arm; the 
child slung in front of her in the native 
fashion. 

All the native women carried their chil- 
dren in the same manner, but not one of 
them possessed such a gorgeous carrying- 
cloth, a fact of which Ali was immensely 
proud. 

The child lay on its back, only its head 
and feet visible, resting there in warmth 
and comfort while Ali performed her du- 
ties in the house. She put him down only 
when she worked in the fields, placing him 
in the shadow of a bush and wrapping him 
completely in the scarf so that the insects 
might not bite his tender skin. 

Oasu was in splendid condition. He 
was always cheerful, and cried only when 
he was hungry. 

He cut his first tooth, and Ali rejoiced. 
He learned to walk, and Ali was proud. He 
began to stammer his own name; it was 
like a bird singing. 

For two whole years, the days of which 
slid past like pearls on a string, we were 
happy—Ali and Oasu and 

Then came the end! 


HE autumn monsoon change was ap- 

proaching, and to please the faithful 
loko I had agreed to go fishing with him. 

Just before sunrise I heard him ham- 
mering at the outer door. ‘“There’s a 
calm!” he shouted. “The sea is quite still 
by the reef and the canoe is ready! Hurry 
up, it is good weather for turtles!” 

One of Toko’s convictions was that he 
could feel instinctively the best time to 
catch turtles. When he got such an idea 
in his head nothing could dampen his 
ardor. 

Ali tried to prevent my going, She al- 
ways disapproved of fishing, because wom- 
en were not allowed to join in. She flung 
her arms round me, exclaiming that she 
had had a bad dream in the night. But, 
feeling sorry for Toko, I succeeded in 
calming her, promising, however, to return 
early. 

We paddled slowly westward toward 
the reef, which at low water formed a 
long, narrow, flat island. Toko kept in- 
sisting that it was turtle-catching weather, 


and was therefore not keen on fishing. 
Nevertheless, we put out our bamboo 
dredger when we were half-way across, 


drawing it gently after us at the end of a 
long rotang line. 

The weather was wonderful, the air 
more dazzlingly clear and the water more 
transparent than I had ever seen them 
before. We could plainly distinguish the 
gorgeous coral flowers deep at the bottom 
of the lagoon, covered with hundreds of 
weird parasitic mollusks swaying to and 
fro with the motion of the water. 

We lay there dozing yet another half- 


hour; that is to say, J dozed, with my 
knees against my chin; Toko glared in 


relentless silence, his brow growing gloom- 
ier and gloomier with annoyance. It was 
a point of honor with him to find a turtle. 

At last the tide reached its lowest ebb. 
Toko stepped out of the canoe, the water 
barely reaching to his knees, and crept cau- 
tiously toward the low coral reef. 

Suddenly he turned round and pointed 
with his hand toward the eastern hori- 
zon. I looked and saw a dark, peculiarly 
sharp-edged cloud close to the surface of 
the water. It appeared to be moving 
toward us, and resembled some gigantic 
sea-bird on the wing. 


] STOOD up in the boat to get a better 


view, and understood at once that a 
storm was approaching. I kept a sharp 
eye on the cloud, while Toko, realizing 


that there was no time to spare, redoubled 
his efforts to find a turtle. 

The cloud rose slowly above the horizon, 
increasing rapidly in size: it was, without 
doubt, coming straight for this island. 
Soon the first faint puff of wind came 
sweeping over the surface of the water, 
blurring its smooth, glassy surface. 


I knew from experience how quickly 
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such storms can approach, and shouted to 
Toko to abandon his turtles and come 
back to the boat. He stamped his feet 
angrily in the water, muttering some sulky 
reply, but when he saw me hauling in the 
net he turned and came slowly toward 
me. 

By the time he reached the boat, he too 
felt nervous about the cloud. He stared 
at the black monster and then anxiously 
at me; but I made no remark. 

We pulled the net into the boat. When 
I made no attempt to examine its contents, 
but instead hurriedly tied the mouth fast, 
loko was alarmed. 

“Storm?” he asked. 

I was careful not to tell him what it was 
I feared; he would have been terror-strick- 
en; and we would soon need our presence 
of mind. 

We took up the paddies and made for 
home with all our might. 

The wind, still blowing from the east, 
increased steadily. The cloud, which by 
this time had assumed formidable propor- 
tions, hung black and threatening over the 
sea, its tail swinging toward the south. 

As it came nearer, I could see numerous 
cloud-flakes underneath it which continu- 
ally broke away and whirled toward us at 
express speed. 

I was no longer in doubt; it was the 
typhoon. Once Tongu and I had experi- 
enced one on Yap Island, when three score 
people were killed and their huts swept 
away. 

Although scarcely a quarter of an hour 
had passed since the first faint puff of 
wind, it now blew so strongly that the 
birds out by the reef were compelied to 
fly in enormous zigzags to make headway 
against it. 

The water began to rise, almost sub- 
merging the reef, leaving only a thin line 
visible of the island where Toko only a 
few minutes before had stood. 

White horses appeared far out to sea; 
even in the lagoon the waves became rest- 
less and foam-capped, swirling and beating 
with a roar upon the reef. 

Although we exerted every ounce of 
strength, we made but little progress, pad- 
dung dead against wind and tide. 

A sudden gust of wind struck us like a 
blow. The cloud began to blot out the 
daylight; it was almost certain that the 
hurricane would be right over our heads 
in less than ten minutes. 

When we were about half-way to land, 
the wind swung round to the north, the 
change coming so suddenly that we nearly 
upset. 

We were in for it with a vengeance: 
death was at our very heels. The waters 
rose steadily, and the storm whipped them 
into frenzy. Soon they would wash right 
over the reef and hurl themselves upon the 
coast. Finally they would sweep over the 
low-lying island, tearing up trees by their 
roots, overturning huts, swallowing in their 
relentless jaws every living thing. 

I thought of Ali and Oasu: my heart 
stood still. It was impossible for me to 
reach home in time, 

Who was there to save her? Which of 
the villagers would remember her helpless- 
ness? I put all my hopes on Tongu, com- 
forting myself with the memory of his 
long and ‘faithful friendship. Tongu knew 
that we were out fishing, and that Ali was 
alone with her child and her terror. Tongu 
was experienced; he knew the danger and 
would go to her in time. 


HUS did I try to shake off the dread 

that filled me. Toko began to tremble, 
showing the whites of his eyes in panic. 
“The spirits are after us!’”’ he screamed, 
looking helplessly at me. 

There was no time to reason with him. 
We must reach land and find a place sufli- 
ciently elevated to escape the coming flood. 

I had it. The Fathers’ Stone! 

The ruin was of such antiquity that it 
must have withstood many such _ hurri- 
canes; also it was on high ground. 

“Can you find the stream in the man- 
grove wood,” I asked; “the one leading to 
the Fathers’ Stone?” 

Toko understood immediately. He sprang 
to his feet and looked round. Then he be- 
gan paddling with all his strength in a 
westerly direction. With the rising storm 


and death behind us, we fought for our 
lives; we passed the jungle, which was 
swaying and howling like a fiend; we 


entered the bay, where it was a little less 
rough; we saw the wall of aerial roots, 
and heard the old tree-tops groaning and 
sighing in the storm. 

Then Toko’s sharp eyes found the mouth 
of the stream and we dashed in, the foam 
swirling under our keel. 

It was almost dark. The cloud hung 
almost perpendicularly over our heads. 

The waters swirled behind us, the man- 
groves rattled and creaked, the lianas 

(Continued on page 90) 














DECE 


MBER 


1921 
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writhed, the aerial roots vibrated like 
strings played upon by the storm; but 
the narrow stream was comparatively un- 
disturbed, a fact which calmed Toko con- 
siderably. 1, knowing the horror that was 
to come, still paddled with all my might. 

The next instant the cloud: was directly 
above us. Everything grew black; the air 
suddenly became still and stifling; my 
head throbbed painfully, and I could 
scarcely breathe. 

Then it began. The first flash of light- 
ning glittered through the darkness; crash 
after crash of thunder flung itself upon us. 

The storm swept over us in great gusts, 
nothing but the thick wall of trees saving 
us from destruction, 

Rain streamed down in sheets, striking 
the swollen waters at an acute angle. 

Rain, did I say? It was not rain, but 
a cloud-burst. In spite of it, neither wind 
nor lightning ceased, while the heat and 
the air-pressure became more and more 
unbearable. The streaming water formed 
a solid gray wall before our eyes, making 
it impossible to see two yards ahead. The 
boat was soon more than half full, and, to 
complete our misfortunes, Toko suddenly 
declared himself unable tc find the land- 
ing-place. 

I spoke to him, painting in lurid terms 
what was at stake. Were we to die here 
in the mangrove swamp, to lie and rot 
among the evil, departed spirits whose 
home it was? 

My words had an immediate effect: his 
howls ceased as if by magic. After help- 
ing me to bail out the water he resumed 
his place at the bow. Once more the 
canoe crept slowly forward. 

At last he found the tree he sought. I 
also recognized the giant fallen trunk. Its 
surface was smooth and shiny with the 
streaming rain which poured in torrents 
on either side into the thick black mud. 

Abandoning the boat to its fate, we 
grasped the trunk, and with tremendous 
exertions succeeded in struggling up on 
its smooth surface. 

At one place the rotten wood collapsed 
beneath our feet, leaving us both hanging, 
shaken and terrified, by our arms. Fight- 
ing for our lives, we pulled ourselves up 
and resumed our perilous journey. Above 
our heads the murderous black cloud 
belched forth quivering daggers of molten 
fire, while the thunder deafened our ears 
and the rain lashed our backs like blows 
from a giant whip. 

I shall never forget that terrible babel. 
Always when I think of that day, its 
multifarious noises resound again in my 
ears: the howls and wails of the man- 
groves; the shrieking and whistling of the 
lianas; the quivering clatter of the aerial 
roots; the ceaseless splash of the pouring 
rain upon the mud. And rising high above 
it all like the cries of a lost soul, the 
fiendish shrieking of the storm. 

At last Toko reached the end and 
jumped down. But so saturated was the 
ground that he sank in it to his knees. 
We had to squelch our way laboriously 
forward until we had scarcely strength to 
drag one foot before the other. 


UT all the time the ground slanted up- 

ward. The bottom was firmer for 
every yard we covered, until at last it was 
so high that the water simply streamed 
over it without having time to soak in. 

Presently we saw the vampire bats’ 
breadfruit trees swaying ahead of us, and 
knew that we were near our destination. 
Once we saw a huge tree felled by the 
storm: first a shriek of complaint as the 
branches swished through the air; then a 
long, despairing sigh as the trunk fell, 
crushing and smashing everything in its 
resistless course. 

Toko seized my arm convulsively; he 
believed that the frightful shriek of evil 
spirits sounded in his ears. By sheer 
force of personality I compelled him to 
lead the way to the Fathers’ Stone. 

At last we reached it: the giant blocks 
of basalt gleamed through the semi-dark- 
ness. 

Now that the ground was higher we felt 
again the full force of the storm. In spite 
of being in the lee of the mangrove trees, 
we were forced to fling ourselves down and 
crawl the last few yards on all fours over 
the slippery wet ground, until, reaching 
the ruin, we scrambled over and fell ex- 
hausted on the other side. 

Presently the hurricane began to die 
down. It seemed, so to speak, to fall to 
pieces, degenerating into spasmodic gusts 
which gradually diminished in force and 
frequency. 
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Suddenly it became quite calm. The cur- 
tain of cloud divided, revealing a small 
patch of clear blue sky. Toko, who had 
been lying in shivering fear face down. 
ward on the ground, rose to his feet, and 
looked at me with tears of joy in his eyes, 

But I, knowing the truth, could not re. 
joice. I knew that the first half of the 
hurricane had passed us, and that the 
present calm was caused by the passage 
of the typhoon’s center, usually about four 
miles or more in diameter. Following this 
would come the rear half of the hurricane, 
but this time it would blow from the 
diametrically opposite quarter. And then 
—then would come the horror, the horror 
which spreads death and destruction in its 
wake. 

Not; however, for us, in our elevated 
nook where no flood could reach; but for 
all the huts situated in the lowlands and 
for the people who remained there at the 
time of the flood. 

The immense force of the hurricane 
drives the waters of the sea resistlessly to- 
gether from every point of the compass, 
causing them to rise sometimes as much 
as forty feet above high-water level. The 
sea sweeps in over the low-lying island 
and lifts all things in its arms, smashing 
them against rocks and trees; sucking 
them back out into the fathomless deep 
where death dwells. 

“Ali! Ali!” 

Rigid with horror I stared in the direc- 
tion where I felt my house to be. My 
thoughts whirled round in a frenzied chain 
seeking relief—but no relief came. 

In my desperate need I clung to Tongu, 
seeking by force of will to influence him 
from afar, at the same time trying to 
recall all that I knew about telepathy and 
thought-projection. 

I put my soul close to Ali’s soul and 
sought to comfort her. I seemed to hear 
her shrieks. I saw her with Oasu in her 
arms running to and fro along the strana, 
calling to me across the frenzied waters. 

“Help her, Tongu! Take her up to the 
king’s coconut grove, above the reach of 
the flood! Help her and the child, Tongu! 
Remember that I saved your life once on 
Yap Island! ‘Take the whole of my sea- 
chest! Tongu, help her, help her! I will 
work for you for years if you will only 
save her for me!” 


OW long we crouched there, terrified 

and silent, I know not. It seemed 
like a whole night, but it can scarcely have 
been more than an hour and a half: for 
the center of the typhoon moves quickly, 
and is seldom more than twelve miles 
across. 

Presently the silence was broken by a 
distant booming noise which rapidly grew 
louder and louder. I clambered onto the 
wall to look, but could see nothing un- 
usual; it sounded as if the breakers on 
the reef had come quite close to us. 
sudden gust of wind nearly upset me. It 
came from the south, and I knew that the 
calm period was over, and that the rear 
half of the hurricane was upon us. 

I jumped down again, and Toko and I 
hurried round to the opposite side of the 
ruin to secure shelter. Before we got 
there, the sky was again black and threat- 
ening; clouds drove at express speed over 
our heads. The gusts of wind swelled into 
a storm; the heat increased, and the rain 
recommenced with its former violence. | 

The storm blotted out the booming noise 
I had heard from the wall. But a fearful 
sound now rose above the roar of the 
tempest, chilling the blood in my veins. 

The sea had risen! It was the flood! 

Like an army of elephants it rush 
through the mangrove woods, seething and 
roaring in frenzy; past the millions of 
aerial roots, breaking them like twigs; 
overturning old worm-eaten trunks; lifting 
fallen trees from their beds of mud and 
driving them onward, smashing and crush- 
ing their still living brothers, annihilating 
the creepers and tearing the lianas 
twain. 

All this I saw nothing of; I only heard 
it, imagining it from the sounds, feeling it 
as though possessed of a sixth sense. d 

That was the most frightful part of it 
all: we heard everything and saw noth 
ing. The wall of darkness formed an im- 
penetrable veil against which we strain 
our eyes in vain. 

At last my senses began to leave me: I 
heard no more. I remember only that ! 
kept saying over and over to myself the 
same hopeless, heart-breaking words: 
“Now the flood is upon the huts and & 

(Concluded on page 100) 


If you want to add a really original touch to a gown, study Erté’s draw- 
ings. Erté does not follow the fashions; he creates fashions. Erté has 
been contributing to Harper's Bazar now for almost eight years and, we 


hope, will continue to contribute for even a longer period to comé. 
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Perfect 
READY-TO-WEAR 


DRESS LININGS 


PRESERVE the perfect- 


fitting qualities of any 


dress. Used as foundations 
for gowns, waists, camisoles 
—or worn as an undervest 
attached to dress skirt or 
petticoat—NAIAD Dress 
Linings fill a long-felt need. 
Beautifully made from the 
finest of Nainsook, Net, Silk 
or Messaline, and strongly 
re-enforced with oversewn 
seams and firm belting at 


waist-line. All have rust- 
proof hooks and eyes, riv- 
eted—not sewn—to bands of 
tape at invisible closing. 


Made in Nainsook (white 
only), Net (white or black), 
Silk (white or black), or 
Messaline (black), at prices 
ranging from 50c to $1.50 
and up. At any notion 
counter. 


Naiad Products Always Satisfy 


Look for the 


NAIAD Label 


Made by the manufacturers of the famous 


N&IAD DRESS SHIELDS 
The C. E. Conover Co., 101 Franklin Street, New York 


Manufacturers 


Factory: 


Red Bank, N. J. 




















Let this book be the Guide! 


“PT’HIS BOOK ” is Ovington’s Christ- 
mas Book, perhaps the most famous 
guide to gifts in all the world. 

It is ready now, just off the press in 
fact, and between its covers, you will 
find nearly 400 suggestions which are 
unmatched for variety, novelty and good 


taste. 


The Edition is limited and the demand 
generally exceeds the supply, but we 
suggest you write for your copy before 
you plan the purchase of a single gift. 


OVINGTON'’S 


“The Gift Shop of Fifth Avenue” 


FIFTH AVENUE 


OU SOU aI OU AM OTT RS 


AT 39TH STREET 
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| their luster. 
| to do it. 





No Dingy Film 


See how teeth shine without it 


Combat the film on your teeth 
for ten days—the film that clouds 
This offers the way 
Then see the new beauty 
you gain. 

This simple test has won mil- 


| lions to this new way of teeth 


cleaning. Half the world over 
careful people now use this meth- 
od. Leading dentists everywhere 
advise it. 

See and feel for yourself the de- 
lightful results. Ask for this test 
today. 


Why teeth discolor 


Your teeth are coated with a 
viscous film. You can feel it with 
your tongue. It clings to teeth, 
enters crevices and stays. 


That film absorbs stains, making 
the teeth look dingy. It is also 
the basis of tartar. It is that film- 
coat that discolors, not your teeth. 


Film also holds food substance 
which ferments and forms acid. It 
holds the acid in contact with the 
teeth to cause decay. Millions of 
germs breed in it. They, with tar- 
a are the chief cause of pyor- 
rhea. 


Thus most tooth troubles are 


| now traced to that film. Despite 





the tooth brush, those troubles 
have been constantly increasing. 
For the old brushing methods have 
failed to end film. 


Now a new method 


When you visit your dentist he 
removes the film and tartar. But 
in months between it may do 
ceaseless damage. 

So dental science has for years 
sought a daily film combatant. It 
has now been found. Able author- 
ities have proved its efficiency. 
Now millions of people daily em- 
ploy it, largely by dental advice. 


Pepsadént 


The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific film combatant, whose 
every application brings five de- 
sired effects. Approved by highest 
authorities, and now advised by 
leading dentists everywhere. All 





druggists supply the large tubes. 


The method is embodied in a 
dentifrice called Pepsodent. It is 
now in use half the world over. 
And to careful people of every 
race it is bringing a new dental 
era. 


What Pepsodent does 


Pepsodent attacks the film in 
two effective ways. Then it leaves 
teeth highly polished, so film less 
easily adheres. 

But -there are other require- 
a and Pepsodent meets them 
all. 

It multiplies the salivary flow 
—Nature’s great tooth-protecting 
agent. It multiplies the starch 
digestant in the saliva. That to 
digest starch deposits that cling. 
It multiplies the alkalinity of the 
saliva, to neutralize the acids 
which cause tooth decay. 

Twice a day Pepsodent brings 
all these natural forces to fight the 
enemies of teeth. The results you 
see and feel will surprise you. 


Stains disappear with 
the film 


Men who smoke see conspicuous 
results, for the stains disappear 
with the film. Women see them 
also, for any film-coat is more or 
less discolored. 

Children obtain most important 
results, for their teeth are mark- 
edly subject to these film attacks. 

Send the coupon for a 10-Day 
Tube. Note how clean the teeth 
feel after using. Mark the absence 
of the viscous film. See how teeth 
whiten as the film-coats disappear. 
The book we send will tell the 
reasons. 

Then you will know what clean 
teeth really mean, and you will 
always want them. Cut out the 
coupon so you won't forget. 





Ten-Day Tube Free 


THE PEPSODENT COMPANY 
Dept. 336, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 
Chicago, IIl. 


Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 





Only one tube to a family. 
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in teminine footwear? 
anticipate the preferences 
\ of women who are 
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Smart Shoes for Women 
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(Continued 


but I 
married 


without a 
feel happy if I 


ordinary girls 

should never 

like that. 
What on earth have dowries 


dowry, 
were 


got to do 


with being in love? Do you love me? Do 
you think you could get to love me?” 

You've no right to ask me that,” said 
Jasmine, “unless you are quite able to 
marry me. 

Well, 1 told you I was £84 10s. up on 
the bookies this August. I should have 
proposed in July, but I had rather a rot- 
ten Goodwood, and 

“Yes, but you can't afford a wife with 
only that. Why, even if my uncle went on 
allowing me £10 a quarter ‘ 


“I told you there was a ris sk. I asked 
you if you would risk it,” he interrupted in 
an aggrieved voice. ‘Anyway, the point I 
want to get at is this: Do you or do you 
not care for me?” 


‘I like you very much,” Jasmine admit- 
ted politely. 
“Yes, well, that sounds rather as if I 


were a mutton chop. Look here, you know, 


you're driving me into making a scene. 
When I first saw you at York, I fell in 


love with you. I didn’t mean to tell you 


that, because it sounds ridiculous. But I 
did. Then when you were such a little 
sport on that mackerel hunt, I loved you 
more than ever. And then you were 
whisked off. I felt desperate, and I tried 
to kill my love. Please don't laugh. I 
know it’s almost impossible not to laugh 


if a chap talks like this, and I should have 
laughed myself a year ago. But do you 
realize that you've driven me into reading 
books? That's a pretty desperate state of 
affairs. I can’t pass a railway book stall 
now without buying armfuls of the most 
atrocious rot And the worse it is, the 
more I enjoy it. About fifty darlings a 
page is my style now. Where was I? Oh 
ves, | tried to kill my love. You know, 
playing golf and all that sort of thing. 
But as soon as I heard where you were, I 
came to see you. Well, it was bad luck 
to drop that brick over the old boy’s ma- 
lacca, and I felt desperate. And then 
when I got your letter on top of the worst 
Goodwood anybody ever had, I said to my- 
self that, unless I was fifty pounds up by 
the end of August, I'd go out to the Col- 
onies and work myself to death. Well, I 
made more than that fifty pounds, and here 


I am. Id got a lot of jolly things all 

ready to say to you, but now I’m here I 

can’t say anything. Jasmine, I’m as keen 

as mustard on you. There!” 

H® had spoken with such vehemence 
that the cigar-lighter had long ago 


been puffed out; in the darkness Jasmine 
felt her hand grasped. 

“What a topping little hand,” 
mured. “It’s as soft as a puppy’s 
Topping!’ 

Jasmine had an impulse to let herself 
sigh out her happiness upon his shoulder; 
she knew somehow that his arms were 
open, and that the touch of his tweeds 
would be as refreshing to her tired spirit as 
if she were to fling herself into the sun- 
burnt scented grass of a remote meadow; 
she could not summon to her aid a single 
argument against letting herself be folded 


he mur- 
paw. 


in his embrace. Then, just as she was 
surrendering to the moment, a clod of 
earth was flung through the ruined oriel 
of the tower, and from down below came 
hoarse cries of “Cavé Cavé! Edward's 
coming down the path! You'd _ better 
bunk!” 

“What's up?” asked Vibart, making 
fresh efforts to kindle his cigar-lighter. 
“Who's Edward?” 

“Oh, I knew this would happen! I 
knew this would happen!” Jasmine ex- 
claimed distractedly. “I told you not to 
come down here.” 

“But who’s Edward?” Vibart persisted. 


“It's my cousin. He’s dreadfully in 
earnest, and he thinks he’s in love with me. 

“Well, I'm not particularly afraid of 
Edward: but if it’s the fashion here to be 
afraid of him, I'll pretend to be afraid of 
him, too, and the best way of showing our 
terror is to sit here holding each other’s 
hands until the dangerous fellow passes on. 
The closer we keep together, the less fright- 
ened we shall be.” 

“It’s nothing to joke about,”’ she said. 
“He's evidently suspicious about some- 
thing, or he would never have come out in- 
to the garden to look for me in _ the 
tower.” 


M ac 


from 


k é nz1e's N Ove H 


page 635) 

Jasmine was sure that the conspir: itors, 
in their desire for a more dramatic climax 
than they might otherwise have secured, 
ys conveyed a mysterious warning to 

Edward, who, when she wi as nowhere to be 
found in the house had, preserving his own 
dignity as far as possible, set out upon a 
voyage of discovery. 

Whatever the conspirators had done jn 


the way of precipitating this climax, they 
were now doing their best to deflect Ed- 
ward from the path. The methods they 


chose, however, were not sufficiently subtle. 
and they only had the effect of putting 
their eldest brother in a very bad temper 
as was evident from the threats that were 
audible outside. 

“Look here, young Edred, I'll give you 
the biggest thrashing you ever had in your 


life if you fling any more of those toad- 
stools at me. All right, Edwy, I can 
recognize you, and you'll find out when 


you go indoors again that you can’t wear 
the pater's $ gaiters without trouble. Where's 
Jasmine? 

ND then, like the croak of a night- 
é bird, Edwy’s response was heard. 

“Recreant knight, the maiden whom 
thou seekest is safe from thy lustful arm. 
Beware of advancing another step. 

“You young swine, I'll give you the big- 


gest licking you ever had in your liie!’ 
retorted Edward, still advancing in the 
direction of the door. 

“Look here,” Vibart whispered to Jas- 


mine, “I think I ought to go out and help 
those sportsmen.” 

At this moment Ethelred, who had re- 
treated into the tower, came up the ladder 
and told them not to worry, because he 
had invented something that was going to 


put Edward out of action the moment he 
attempted to advance beyond the first 
rung. 

“No, please, Ethelred,”’ Jasmine begged. 
“Don't make matters worse than they 
are. 

“No, really it’s all right, I swear,’ Eth- 
elred promised. “Don’t get excited. And 
if you want to elope to-night, Edwy’s 
made all the necessary arrangements. He's 


got the ladder hidden by the stable, and 
the pony’s harnessed, and if you're pur- 
sued, he’s going to put people off the scent 
by saying the house is on fire; or he may 
be trying to set it on fire really, I cant 
remember; and he’s only told Wilson,’- 
Wilson was one of the under-gardeners— 
“so you needn't be in a funk, of being found 


out. And look here,” he added to Vibart, 
“you won't forget that man-lifting kite, 
will you? Because Edwy’s awfully keen 


to go up with it.” 

“That’s all right,’ Vibart promised 
“You stave off Edward, and I’ll send you 
a kite that will lift an elephant.” 

“Don’t encourage him,” said Jasmine. 
“You don’t understand how dreadful all 
this is going to be for me.” 

By this time Edward, undeterred by the 
missiles of Edwy or Edred, had _ reached 
the foot of the ladder, and was asking Jas- 
mine in that academic voice she so much 
disliked if she was in the tower. 

“If those young brutes have been play- 
ing practical jokes on you, carissima, just 
let me know and I'll give them a lesson 
they won't forget.” 

“Will you, you stinking pig?” muttered 
Ethelred, bending over and releasing a 
heavy weight on his brother’s head. 

“Heavens! What have you done?” Jas- 
mine cried in apprehension. 

“It’s all right. It’s only a bag of flour,” 
Ethelred explained. “And I think it hit 
him absolutely plumb.” 

However it hit Edward, 
of rousing him to fury; without pausing 
to consider that the steps of the ladder 
were broken and that the floor of the tower 
contained several holes and that his sense 
of direction was considerably impeded by 
the flour in his eyes, he came charging up 


it had the effect 


the ladder. Just as he reached the top 
there was a crack of giving wood, followed 
by a crash, a cry, a thud, and several 
groans. 

“Great Scott! He's really damaged him- 
self this time,’ said Vibart. 

“T say, I didn’t work that,” Ethelred 
protested a little tremulously. 

DRED and Edwy, who had followed 
—~ in their brother’s wake, were calling 
up that he had broken his leg. Vibart’s 


(Continued on page 94) 


In England, a husband may be unfaithful, but that does not mean 


his wife can divorce him. 
faithful, he can divorce her. 
W. L. George’s brilliant article, 


of the Struggle of Modern Ideas 


On the other hand, 
Next month Harper’s Bazar will publish 


if it is she who is un- 


“Divorce in England—An Account 


Against Tradition.” Read it! 
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GUARANTEED 


Silky Sanfast Draperies 


SAasS 


NES 
WAIL 


ANY an a, — - een mae ae 





wea 


WAS OTSA 
SO Os 


aS 








ANY a charming young mother finds herself aging 


YASS . s . . 

IN long before her time. The cares of the family and 
(ay household worries often gray the hair prematurely. 
NY 





Children, as well as many elders, do not discrim- 











VAN inate. To them gray hair means age. The de- 
NY voted mother who would stay young with her 
any children, or any woman who takes pride in her 
IX ba personal appearance, should make her toilette a 
Kw ery matter of concern. At the first sign of gray she 
VAN , : ™ should call to her aid that magic of modern days— 
TA . 
el Kapock for Connoisseurs 
NY) Noe matter what the color scheme or the period of the furniture, there are Kapock For trial 
VAAN Drapery fabrics to harmonize. Kapock Drapery fabrics are “‘Long-Life-Colors” — ; or I a | j 
D4 they are guaranteed not to fade when washed or hung in the sunlight. ottle, Wt ; With this clean, odorless and guaranteed harmless liquid 
ax \ easy ant she can tint either gray, faded or bleached hair to its 
NV Send us your dealer’s name and complete di- exact girlish color—any shade of brown or black. | 
VAN receive a copy of ‘‘Kapock Sketch -ections.send  ‘‘Brownatone” is durable and lasting and easily applied at 
A. A : rections, sene 
NY Book’’ — suggestions for the home. . 5 home. 
lle for post- P Ay Sin 

a : pa bina Sold everywhere at drug and _ toilet counters, at, Meee: 
i TT age, packin¢ 50c and $1.50. Two colors: “Golden to Medium Brown” 
“ay } A. THEO. ABBO & Co. and war tax. and “Dark Brown to Black.” 

ate) : ; 

y <a Dept. Philadelphia, Pa. eee ae. . ‘ 

xs — ete ri tHE KENTON PHARMACAL CO. 
» Gi The name “KAPOCK” or the white basting thread is on the selvage of the —- ‘anada Address: Windsor, Ont. 763 Coppin Bidg., Covington, Ky., U. S, A. 
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DWSMivacte 


Hair Remover 
Genuine— Original 


Y actual test genuine De simply wet the hair with this 
Miracle is the safest and nice De iracle sanitary 
surest. When you use _ liquid and it is gone. De 

it you are not experimenting Miracle alone _ devitalizes 
with a new and untried de- hair, which is the only com- 
pilatory, because it has been mon-sense way to remove it 
in use for over 20 years, and from face, neck, arms, un- 
is the only depilatory that derarms or limbs. 

has ever been endorsed by 
Physicians, Surgeons, Der- 
matologists, Medical Journals 
and Prominent Magazines. 





Try De Miracle -just once, 
and if you are not convinced 
that it is the perfect hair 





For critical women who 









want the exclusive style, ex- 
quisite workmanship, lux- 
urious materials and smooth 
tailored lines that are found 
only in La Grecque. 
Sold only at best shops ( 
Booklet on request } 





by 

LA GRECQUE UNDERWEAR CO. 
339-C Fifth Avenue 

New York 
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De Miracle is the most clean- 
ly; there is no mussy mixture 
to apply or wash off. You 


Write for 


remover return it to us with 
the De Miracle guarantee and 
we will refund your money. 


free book. 


Three sizes: 60c, $1.00, $2.00 


At all toilet counters, or direct from us, in plain wrapper,' 
on receipt of 63c, $1.04 or $2.08, which includes war tax. 


DeMiracle 


Dept. G-14, Park 


Ave. and 129th St. 


New York 
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O smart women there is only one fashion 


of being individual. 
certain of her position da 


It is to study each woman’s personality, 


bring it out fully and rich 
been established. 


The New 
Beauty Brings 
Out Your 
Individuality 


Only the woman who is 
res to be herself. 


and to 
ly, that Primrose House has 


Every woman’s skin is different, if ever so slightly, 


from every other. Subtl 


ture, of coloring, of contour. 


bilities for beauty—often 
times unsuspected- 


In every W oman’s 


e are the variations of tex- 
Infinite are the possi- 
only half revealed—some- 
face. 


Primrose House has perfected a wonderful Face- 


Molding Treatment. It 
tific knowledge. 
results are definite. No 
afford to overlook the op 
look and feel her best. 


But perhaps you cannot come to N 


so, Primrose House can 


Diagnostician has planne 


Sheet which will enable 


is based entirely on scien- 


The methods are accurate, and the 


woman in New York can 
portunity now given her to 


Yew York? Even 
help you. For our expert 
d a Confidential Diagnosis 
women in any part of the 


country to receive personal help direct from Primrose 


House. 


Send For The Confidential Diagnosis Sheet 


We will be glad to send this 
sheet to any woman who is in- 


terested in the new scientific 
beauty. There is of course no 
charge. 

Send for the blank today and 
when it comes, look (4 
at yourself honestly 


in the mirror and then 


fill out the blank with great 
care and return it to Primrose 
House. 

It will bring you a personal 
letter from the Primrose House 
fitted to 


diagnostician your 
- needs and yours alone. 
This also is done 


without charge. 




















Face Molding Cream: 
This cream is the medium 
for the famous Primrose 
House Face - Molding 
Treatment. There is 
nothing like it anywhere 
else. Three sizes, $1.30 
$3.12, $5.20. 


Smoothskin Cream: It will give 
your face the velvety-soft, creamy 
smoothness of a baby’s. Three sizes, 


$1.04, $2.08, $3.12. 


Skin Freshener: This is a mild 
astringent to freshen the skin and 
keep it firm. Two sizes, $1.30, $3.12. 





Here Dwells Youth 








Balsam Astringent: 
There is actually nothing 
like it to lift the facial 
muscles and to make 
them firm, as well as to 
tighten the skin, particu- 
larly about the cheeks 
and chin, under the eyes 
and about the neck. $4.16. 





Evening Face Powder: An orchid- 
colored, orchid-perfumed Evening 
Face Powder. It may be used on a 
dark skin as successfully as on a fair 
one and it will stay on, exactly as 
smooth and as subtle as when you 
put it on, through countless hours of 
dancing. $5.20. 


Elsie Waterbury Morris —Vice President 


PRIMROSE HOUSE 


Gallery B 


3 East 52nd Street 


New York City 
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cigar-lighter refused to shed even a mo- 
mentary flicker on the scene, and there 
was nothing for it but to send one of the 
boys below back to the house for help. Jas- 
mine begged Harry Vibart to escape if he 
could, but when he tried the floor with a 
view to letting himself down, the rotten 
planking began to break off, so that he 
had to draw back lest the whole floor of 
the room should collapse and precipitate 
himself and Jasmine upon the prostrate 
and groaning form of Edward underneath. 
He then attempted in response to Jas- 
mine’s entreaties to escape from the oriel 
window, but no sooner had he put himself 
into a position to make the drop than she 
begged him with equal urgency to come 
back. 


“You might break your leg, too, and it 


| would be so dreadfully embarrassing to 


have you and Edward both in bed. My 
aunt would hate looking after you, and I 
should never be allowed to look after 
you 

“Are you sure of that?’ he asked. 

“Sure, sure. But why do you ask?” 

“Because, if I thought there was a 
chance of getting you as my nurse, I'd 
break every bone in my body with the 
greatest pleasure.” 

The only one who escaped without dam- 
age, moral or physical, from that evening 
was Ethelred. When the Dean and Mrs. 
Lightbody with Edgar and Edmund, gard- 
eners and lanterns and ladders, and an 
improvised stretcher, arrived at the tower, 
Ethelred managed somehow to get back to 
the house unperceived, and was able to 
claim, relying upon the loyalty of his fel- 
low-conspirators, that he had gone to bed 
immediately after dinner with a bad head- 
ache. The rest of the family suffered in 
various degrees. Edwy suffered from be- 
ing caught wearing his father’s best gait- 
ers, Edred from being caught wearing his 
father’s best hat. The Dean suffered in 
his character as owner of the gaiters and 
the hat. Mrs. Lightbody suffered in her 
deepest feelings as a mother, as the wife 
of the Dean of Silchester, and as an aunt. 
Harry Vibart suffered from the ridiculous 
situation in which he found himself, and 
from the unpleasant situation in which his 
imprudence had placed Jasmine. Edward 
suffered from a broken leg, but derived 
some pleasure from the effort he had made 
to be noble. His nobility of behavior con- 
sisted in abstaining from any comment on 
Vibart’s presence in the tower, and the 
consciousness of his nobility was so sharp 
that the pain of +Ais fractured limb was 
dull in comparison. Yet Jasmine was so 
unreasonable as to think him lacking in 
generosity because he did not explain 
away Vibart’s presence, explain away his 
own accident, explain away the whole situ- 
ation, in fact. She even blamed him for 
what had occurred, ascribing the disaster 
to his vanity in supposing that she would 
send him a message by the boys to meet 
her in the tower. But then Jasmine had 
suffered most of anybody; and it was she 
who was to discover that Aunt May at her 
worst was angelic beside Aunt Ellen. 


’M bound to say, Jasmine, that I did 

not imagine the existence of such de- 
pravity. A servant would not behave like 
that. And what is so lamentable is that 
the boys know that you were up in the 
tower with that young man. It seems to 
me almost criminal to put such ideas into 
their little heads. I’ve been so strict with 
them. I’ve even wondered sometimes if I 
could let them read the Bible to themselves. 
Your poor uncle has aged twenty years in 
the last twenty-four hours.” 

What really had happened to Uncle Ar- 
nold was a bad cold from going out in his 
slippers and without a hat. But Aunt Ellen 
was enjoying herself too much for accuracy. 
She was in the raptures of a grand im- 
provisation. Presently her fancy soared; 
she indulged in Gothic similes. 

“It was like a witches’ sabbath. And 


poor Edward! Not a word has he said in 
blame of you. He lies there as patient as 
a martyr. And then I suppose you'll go 


off this afternoon and confess to your priest 
down in Bog Lane, and come back under 
the impression that you’re as white as 
driven snow. To me such a pretence of 
religion is disgusting.” 

“Perhaps you don’t realize, Aunt Ellen,” 
said Jasmine, “that Edward has been mak- 
ing love to me for weeks, and that I’ve had 
to laugh at him to prevent his doing some- 
thing silly.’ 

“What do you mean, doing something 
silly, you wicked and vulgar girl? I can- 
not think where you got such a mind. A 
servant would not get such disgusting ideas 
into her head. I suppose we must put it 
down to your mother.” 

“Stop!” said Jasmine, white with anger. 


Mackenzie’s 


Novel 
92) 


“Stop, will you? Or I shall throw this 
inkpot at you. And when Aunt Ellen 
did stop, she was half sorry, because she 
was hating her so much that she was really 
wanting to throw the inkpot at her. How- 
ever, she put it back on the table, rushed 
from her aunt’s presence up to her own 
room, where, after weeping for an hour, 
she sat down and wrote to Harry Vibart. 


Dear Mr. Vibart: 

I hope you realize by now that you 
acted abominably in coming down here 
after what I said in my letter. I never 
want to see you again. Please understand 
that I mean it this time. However, I’m 
going back to Italy almost at once where 
people know how to behave themselves. [I 
hate England. I’ve been miserable here, 
and you’ve made me more miserable than 
anybody. 


Then she signed herself Jasmine Grant, 
and fiercely blotted him out of her life, 


FTER the scene with her aunt, Jas- 
mine longed to leave the Deanery at 
once, for she suffered torments of humilia- 
tion in having to stay on there in a dis- 
grace that was being published all over 
Silchester. The Dean himself was kind, 
and perhaps it was because he understood 
the difficulty of her position that he asked 
her to come and work with him. But such 
an easy way out for Jasmine did not please 
his wife, who was continually coming up 
to the study and worrying him with her 
fears about the progress of Edward’s frac- 
ture in order to impress both him and 
Jasmine with their heartless conduct in 
thus working away regardless of the mar- 
tyr down-stairs. The Dean was a kind- 
hearted man, but he considered his work 
on pre-Norman Britain the most important 
thing in life; finding it impossible to pro- 
ceed under the stress of these continual in- 
terruptions, he presently announced that he 
must go to Oxford for a week or two and 
do some work in the Bodleian. 

As soon as he had gone, Aunt Ellen’s 
treatment of her niece became something 
like a persecution. She forbade the young- 
est boys to play with her; she took a de- 
light in making the most cruel remarks to 
her before Edmund and Edgar; she was 
rude to her in front of the servants. Jas- 
mine was on the verge of a nervous break- 
down, and she was by now so passionately 
anxious to leave Silchester that she was 
actually on the point of writing to Aunt 
May to ask if she could not come back to 
London. 

She did write to Aunt Cuckoo, who 
wrote back a pleasant little letter iced over 
with conventional expressions of affection 
like the pink mottoes on a white birthday 
cake. She was sorry to hear that Jasmine 
was unable to appreciate Aunt Ellen. She 
realized that the atmosphere in the higher 
circles of the Church of England was un- 
sympathetic, but Baboose had _ shown 
symptoms of croup. She hoped that later 
in the autumn Jasmine could come and 
spend a week or two at The Cedars, but 
just now it was advisable to keep Baboose 
at Torquay. Uncle Eneas sent his love, 
but he was not very well, and Jasmine 
would understand how difficult it was to fit 
an extra person in seaside lodgings. She 
was sorry that Jasmine was unhappy,“but 
our wonderful religion will console you bet- 
ter than my poor self,” she wound up. 

“But! But!” cried Jasmine aloud, “But- 
ter would be the right word.” 


UCH was the state of affairs at the 

Deanery, when one morning about a 
fortnight after Edward broke his leg Cher- 
rill the butler announced a visitor to see 
Jasmine. After what she had suffered from 
that ill-timed visit of Harry Vibart, her 
heart sank, particularly as Cherrill did not 
announce the visitor in a way that would 
have led anybody to suppose that his news 
would be welcome. 

“For me?” Jasmine repeated. 


sure?” 

“Yes, miss,’ said Cherrill firmly. “This, 
er... .” he hesitated for a moment, 
“ . . elderly person wishes to speak 
with 3 you for a moment on behalf of Miss 

utt 

“Miss Butt?” Jasmine repeated. “Who's 
she?” For a moment she thought that 
her nervous condition was developing in- 
sanity and that the name was something 
to do with her outburst against the “buts” 
of Aunt Cuckoo. 

“Perhaps if you would come down, 
miss,” suggested Cherrill, “to ascertain 
from the . . . . person more in full what 
exactly she does require, you could inquire 
from her who Miss Butt is.” 

Jasmine asked if the visitor had given her 

(Continued on page 96) 
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(Continued 
own name, and when Cherrill said that 
she had given the name of Mrs. Vo- 


kins she remembered that Mrs. Vokins was 
Selina’s friend at Catford. It was all very 
odd, and without more ado she went down- 
stairs. 

In the dining-room a small thin woman 
with a long red nose came forward to shake 
hands with Jasmine in the serious way in 
which people who are not accustomed to 
shaking hands very often do. 

“You've been sent here 
asked Jasmine impulsively. The question 
seemed to take Mrs. Vokins aback; she 
had evidently been primed with a good 
deal of formality to undertake the mission, 

“IT am Miss Butt’s lady friend from 
Cattord,” she explained with an assump- 
tion of tremendous dignity. 

I remember her talking about you very 
otten 

Yes, 


out her 


by Selina?” 


miss,’ sighed Mrs. Vokins, taking 
handkerchief and dabbing the cor- 
ners of her eyes. She evidently supposed 
that any reference to her in conversation 
must have included the sorrows of her past 
life, and she now put on the air of one to 
whom a response to sympathy is the most 
familiar emotion. 

‘And you have a message for me from 
Selina?” 

“No, not a message, a letter. Miss Butt 
was unwilling to put it in the pillar-box 
for fear your aunt should look at it.” 

“My aunt?” 

“That was how Miss Butt came to send 
me in place of the pillar-box. She wanted 
me to put the letter in my stocking for 
safety, but suffering as I do from _ veri- 
close veins, | asked Miss Butt to kindly 
permit of it being put in my hand-bag. 
You must excuse it smelling slightly of 
salts, but I'm very subject to headaches 
ever since my trouble.” 


which was 
The nego- 


ASMINE opened the letter, 
strongly perfumed with gin. 
tiations being conducted in such a lady- 
like, polite spirit, Jasmine was not sur- 
prised to find Selina’s letter couched in 
the same style. 


Dear Miss Grant: 

This is to inform you that poor old Mr. 
Rouncivell has been took very bad with 
inflammation of the bowels, screaming and 
yelling himself hoarse fit to frighten any- 
body. I don’t want to say more than I 
ought in a letter, but knowing what I 
know, I tell you you ought to come back 
with my lady friend Mrs. Vokins at once, 
and not knowing if you have the money 
for your fare I take the liberty of inclos- 
ing a postal order for two pounds. Mrs. 
Vokins has a brother-in-law who has a 
fourwheeler and will drive you back to 
Muswell Hill as per arrangement. 


“This is all very mysterious,” Jasmine 
commented. 


“Yes, miss, so it is, I'm sure,” Mrs. 
Vokins agreed. “But then, as my friend 
Miss Butt says, life’s very mysterious. 
And I said, answering her, ‘Yes, Miss 
Butt, and death’s very mysterious.’ And 
she said, ‘You're right, Mrs. Vokins, it 
is;’ Miss Butt’s very worried. Oh, yes, I 
can tell you she’s very worried, because 
she’s given up the kitchen which I was 
using for her three times a week. If I 


might presume to give advice as a married 
woman, which I was before my poor hus- 
band died, I'd advise you to pack up your 
box and come along with me by the after- 
noon train, which my brother-in-law will 
meet with his cab. You need have no 
fear of familiarity, miss, because he was a 
coachman before he was a cabman, and 
was hounded out of his job by one of these 
motor-cars. Inventions of the devil, as I 
call them.” 

“But does Selina want me to help her 
look after my poor uncle?” 

“I'm sorry, miss, to appear stand-offish, 
and it’s through no wish of mine, I'm sure, 
but Miss Butt’s last words to me was: 
‘Keep your mouth shut, Mrs. Vokins.’ ” 

Jasmine was too deeply moved by the 
thought of the poor old gentleman lying 
in pain at Rouncivell Lodge. and too 
much touched by Selina’s kindly thought 
in enclosing her fare, to delay a moment in 
answering her request. In any case it 
was obvious that she would have to leave 
the Deanery almost at once, and it seemed 
an interposition of Providence that she 
should have such a splendid excuse to es- 
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cape from the ridiculous and humiliating 
position in which Edward's folly and 


Harry Vibart’s thoughtlessness had placed 
her. 


T was dark when the cab pulled up a 

hundred yards away from the gates of 
Rouncivell Lodge and Jasmine hoped that 
the necessity for all this caution would 
soon be finished, because she was finding 
the gin-scented hushes of Mrs. Vokins, 
that filled the interior of the dank old cab, 
trying to her fatigued and hungry condi- 
tion. However, there was not long to wait 
before Selina’s voice, which always sound- 
ed to Jasmine as if the housekeeper had 
been eating a lot of stale biscuits without 


being able to obtain a drink of water 
after them, greeted her. 
“Such goings on!” she snapped, and 


then turning to the cabman went on in her 
dry voice: “Perhaps, Mr. Vokins, you'll 
have the goodness to carry Miss Grant's 
trunk round to the back entrance without 
ringing.” 


“I suppose the horse will stand all 
right?’ said the cabman doubtfully. 

“Of course, the horse will stand all 
right,’ said Selina. ‘My father was a 


coachman before you knew the difference 
between a horse and a donkey, Mr. Vo- 
kins.” 

“William,” supplemented his sister-in- 
law, “remember what I told you on your 
doorstep first thing this morning.” 

Mr. Vokins without another word went 
off to leave Jasmine’s trunk where he had 
been told to leave it. While he was gone, 
the conversation was kept strictly to the 
minor incidents of Mrs. Vokins’ mission. 

“You got off then quite comfortably, 
Mrs. Vokins?”’ Selina inquired. 

“Yes, Miss Butt, thank you. I had no 
trouble. Or I should say none but what 
comes from being so silly.as to break my 
smelling salts in my bag by not noticing I 
had put my bag under me on the seat in- 
stead of beside me as I had the intention 
of. Oh yes, when any one makes up their 
mind to it, you can get about nowadays 
and no mistake.” 

“And you gave Miss Grant the postal 
order all right, Mrs. Vokins?” inquired Se- 
lina sharply. 

“We haven't known each other all these 
years, Miss Butt,” replied her friend with 
elaborate haughtiness, “for you to have 
any need to ask me sech a question now.” 

“It was so kind of you, Selina, to think 
of that,” said Jasmine, putting out her 
hand to touch the yellow-faced housekeep- 


er’s aru. Selina blew her nose violently 
and iben observed that a little quietness 
from everybody would not come amiss. 


T was not until the two Vokins had dis- 

appeared into the December night and 
Selina had conducted Jasmine with the 
most elaborate caution along the gloomy 
path known as the Tradesmen’s Entrance 


and had seen her safely seated by the 
kitchen fire that she allowed herself the 
luxury of a complete explanation; and 


even then she broke off just when she had 
gathered her skirts together before sitting 
down to observe that Jasmine was looking 
very pale, and to ask if she was hungry. 

“I haven’t had any dinner,” Jasmine 
explained. 

“Well, there’s nothing but mufiins; but 
I suppose you wouldn't object to muffins. 
If a Frenchman who isn’t hungry can eat 
frogs and snails, you can eat muffins when 
you are.” 

“I should love some muffins,” said Jas- 
mine, and she ate four while Selina sat 
back and stared hard at her all the time. 
As soon as she had finished, the narrative 
opened. : 

“Well, it’s best to begin at the begin- 
ning, as they say, and when you got into 
trouble over her walking-stick, that there 
Pamela planted herself down here. And 
now perhaps you'll understand why I said 
nothing in front of Mrs. Vokins?”’ 

Jasmine looked bewildered. 

“Well, of course, she poisoned him. Oh, 
undoubtedly she poisoned him. Well, 
mean to say, people don’t fall ill for noth- 
ing, do they?” 

“Selina!” Jasmine gasped. “You're mak- 
ing the most dreadful accusation. ‘You 
really ought to be careful.” ; 

“That’s what I am being. Careful li 
I wasn’t careful, I should have gone and 
hollered it out in the streets, shouldn't I? 

(Continued on page 96b) 


Flying from Palm Beach to Bimini—over a wet ocean to a wetter 
island. They’re running an airplane line now on regular schedule, and 
next month, in the Palm Beach number, Henry Blackman Sell, editor 
of Harper’s Bazar, is going to describe the trip from his own personal 


experience. Read it. 





You may want to take this trip yourself. 
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But I know better. Before I'd hollered it 
out once or twice I should have been asked 
to eat my words, if you'll excuse the vul- 
gar expression. And then where should I 
have been?” 

“Yes, but I 
say things like 
all . ” Jasmine hesitated ; 
debating "whether to say “Miss Pamela” 
she used the former, she 
should seem to be dissociating herself too 
much from Selina, which in view of hav- 
ing accepted the loan of that money would 
be snobbish; and yet, if she called her sim- 
ply “Pamela,” she should seem to be asso- 
ciating herself too intimately with Selina, 
even perhaps to be endorsing the terrible 
accusation, which was only one of Selina’s 
ridiculous exaggerations, on the level of 
her theory that the human race was with- 
out exception damned; “. . . . after all,” 
she found the way to put it, “my cousin, 
you see she is my cousin.” 

“Well,” Selina granted unwillingly, “if 
she didn’t poison him with arsenic, she 
poisoned his mind. The things she used 
to say at the dinner-table! Well, I give 
you my word, I was in two twos once.gr 
twice whether I wouldn’t bang her on, fhe" 
head with the cover of the potato dish.’ I 
give you my word, it was itching in my 
hand. Nasty sneering way of talking! I 
don’t know where people who calls them- 
selves ladies learn such manners. And no 
sooner had that there Pamela gone than 
that there Lettice appeared. Lettice, in- 
deed! There’s not much green about that. 
Anyone more cunning I’ve never seen. 
Nasty insinuendos, enough to make any- 
one sick! Small wonder the poor old 
gentleman had no appetite for his food! 
she attempted to set him 


don’t think you ought to 
that even to me. After 


she was 


And, of course, 
against me. Well, on one occasion he 
akcherly used language to me which I 


give you my word if he’d of been a day 
younger I wouldn't have stood it. Lan- 
guage I Should be sorry to use to a convict 
myself. 

“Well, there have been times when I’ve 
wondered if the Lord wasn't a little bit too 
particular. You know what I mean, a lit- 
tle too dictatorial and old-fashioned. But 
I give you my word, since I've had two 
months of them I sympathize with Him. 
Yes, I ee with Him! And if I 
was Him, I'd do the same thing. Well, I 
never expected to enjoy looking down out 
of Heaven at a lot of poor souls burn- 
ing; but if this goes on much longer, I 
shall begin to think that it’s one of the 
Paradise. I could watch the 
them burning by the hour. 
And that’s not the worst I’ve told you. 
Even if they didn’t akcherly poison him, 
they’re glad he’s ill, and I wouldn’t mind 
who heard me say that. I'd go and shout 


whole lot of 


out that this very moment in Piccadilly 
Circus. 
“And their mother! Nosey, nasty, 


stuck-up—well, it’s no use sitting here and 
talking about what they are. What we've 
got to do is to spoil their little game. If 
I go up to see if he wants anything, I get 
ordered out of the room like the dirt be- 
neath their feet. ‘We've got to be very 
careful,’ says that smarmy doctor they’ve 
got in to annoy me. ‘Very careful,’ says I, 
looking at him very meaning. ‘Terrible 
to hear any one suffer like that,’ he says. 
‘Yes, it is terrible, says I. ‘And the ter- 
rible thing is,’ he says, ‘that however 
much one wants to alleviorate the pain, we 
daren’t do it. And whyever won't he come 
out of that dreadful little room,’ he says, 
‘when there’s all those nice bedrooms lying 


empty?’ ‘You let him be where he is,’ I 
said, ‘it’s his house, isn’t it?’ And then, 
before I could stop them, they started 


lifting the box mattress and trying to move 
him out of the bathroom. 
“And the way he screamed and carried 


on, it was something shocking to hear 
him! And I know the reason perfectly 
well. Underneath the mattress in the 


bath he keeps his coffin. Many’s the time 
he’s congratulated himself to me on get- 
ting that coffin so cheap. ‘It’s oak, Selina,’ 
he used to say, ‘and I got it cheap for a 
misfit and it fills up the bath a treat.’ 
Well, it stands to reason, doesn’t it, that 
now of all times he wants to keep it 
handy? ‘No deal coffins for me, Selina,’ 
he used to say. Besides, it’s my belief 
he’s got his will inside of that coffin. De- 
pend upon it, he’s got his own reasons for 
not wishing to be moved. So I stood in 
the doorway, and I said very fierce: ‘If 
you want to move him, you'll have to move 
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me first.” And then it came over me all 
of a sudden that if I get you back here to 
help, we might be able to do something 
both together,’ 

In spite of Selina’s marvels and exag- 
gerations and absurd misconstructions, her 
tale convinced Jasmine of Uncle Matthew $ 
hatred of being taken charge of by the 
Hector Grants, Naturally she sympa- 
thized with his point of view on this mat- 
ter. To be helpless in the hands of the 
Hector Grants struck her as a punishment 
far in excess of anything that the o'd 
gentleman deserved. She did not feel that 
it was her duty to interfere in the slightest 
degree with the normal process of his will, 
but she did feel that she had a right, if he 
were not comfortable, to protest her own 
anxiety to look after him, even more, to 
insist upon looking after him. She sup- 
posed that her Aunt May would attribute 
the lowest motives to this intention; Aunt 
May, however, always attributed low mo- 
tives to everybody, and the lowest motives 
of all to her niece. 

“Well?” asked Selina sharply when Jas- 
mine did not offer any remarks upon her 
tale. 

“I’m sorry,” said Jasmine, pulling her- 
self together. “I was wondering what ex- 
cuse I should be able to give my aunt for 
seeming to interfere.’ 

“Excuse?” Selina repeated angrily. “No 
excuse is needed, I assure you, for putting 
yourself forward on his behalf, as you 
might say. What he requires is looking 
after. What he’s getting is nothing of 
the kind.” 


At that moment a scream rang through 
the house. Jasmine looked at Selina 
in horror. 

“What did I tell you?” the housekeeper 
demanded triumphantly. “I told you he 


carried on something awful, and you 
wouldn't believe me. It’s a wonder he 
hasn’t started in screaming before, I’ve 


never known him quiet for so long at a 


stretch. Bloodcurdling, I call it. You 
often read of bloodcurdling screams. Now 
you can hear them for yourself. There he 


goes again.” 

And it really was bloodcurdling to hear 
from that old man’s room what sounded 
like the shrieks of a passionate, frightened, 
tortured child. It had the effect of rous- 
ing Jasmine to an immediate encounter 
with her aunt, an encounter to brace her- 
self-up to which, until she had heard Uncle 
Matthew scream, had been growing more 
and more difficult with every moment of 
delay. Now she sprang out of her chair 
and hurried up the wide central staircase, 
past the countless figures in the pictures 
that stared at her when she passed like a 
frightened crowd. 

She ran too quickly for Selina to keep 
up with her, and when she turned down 
into the passage at the end of which was 
her uncle’s littke room, she beheld what, 
without real agony and pain at the back 
of it, would have been a merely grotesque 
sight. The box-mattress on which Uncle 
Matthew was lying was half-way through 
the door of his bedroom, carried by two 
men of respectful and sober appearance 
whom she recognized as two male nurses 
that she had once seen on the steps of Sir 


Hector’s house in Harley Street, arming 
an old man with a shaven head into a 
brougham. 


The old man’s eyes had been wild and 
tragic, and their wildness and tragedy had 
been rendered more conspicuous to Jas- 
mine by the very respect with which the 
attendants treated him and the very so- 
briety of their manner and appearance; to 
such an extent, indeed, that the person- 
alities of the two men, if two such color- 
less individuals could be allowed to pos- 
sess personality, had been tinged, or rather 
not so much tinged as glazed over, with 
a sinister aura. So now when she saw 
them for the second time, struggling in the 
doorway, while her uncle held fast to the 
frame and tried to prevent the bed’s being 
carried out, she had a swift and sickening 
sensation of horror. She was hurrying 
down the passage to protest against the 
old gentleman’s being moved against his 


will, when her aunt emerged from one of 
the nearest bedrooms and stood before 
her. 


“WHAT are you doing to Uncle Mat- 

thew?” demanded Jasmine furiously, 

not pausing to explain her own presence. 
(Continued on page 98) 


As you will find announced in detail in ihe advertising section 
of this issue, there is a very special offer open to new subscribers 


for Harper’s Bazar. 


Eight months for $2.00. 
Just half the news-stand price. 


Think of it! 


Are you a “new” subscriber? 
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English ribbed wool socks, gray, 
heather mictures—$1.25 a pair 


Heavy weight pure thread silk socks, 
in black or colors with hand embroidered 


Medium weight—3$3.50 a pair 











B258 
Fancy checked Scotch 
Wool Sport Stockings. 
Many patterns and 
color ings— $7.50 pais 





darme blue 
poir 








and lighter weight—$3.00. 



















or colors—$4.50 a pair 

























B3200 B2700 


new and original de- 
signs and colors—$2.00. 


B3200 586 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Finest quality Rep sill . 

ties in exclusive striped B4600 
patterns and color com English knitted silk ties 
binations 


$3.00 Tac in new atripes and col 





ALSO AT 4 NO. 
oringa-—$4.00. Tar 20¢, Palm Beach 


Peck & Peck’s Christmas Booklet 


F you will send us your name, we will be glad to 

send you our Christmas Booklet which contains 
many suggestions in hosiery, sweaters, neckwear and 
scarfs—gifts that are always welcomed because they 
are useful as well as beautiful. 


te wftter » PECK & PECK 


» -_ , B20—Shetland Lace Scarf in = anow 
501 Fifth Avenue, New York white or white with border stripes of 
black, gray, green, pale blue, pink, 
hrown, lavender or 


MICHIGAN BLVD., CHICAGO 
Southampton Newport Price $5. 








B343 
Hand-loomed 
light weight cashmere 
stockings in checks of 
browns, tans and gen- 









English 


$6.50 @ 





BT22 


B722—Medium weight all-silk stocking, 
open work clocks, in black—$5.50 a pair. 
Tar 35e. 

B59—Black all-silk stocking of walking 
weight, especially serviceable—$3.00 a 
pair. Tax 10¢ 










with tartan ends 















































4625 INDIANA AVENUE 
CHICAGO 


August 14, 1921 
Wallace, Chicago. 
Dear Sir:— 
. Having reduced by your wonder- 
4 ful music method in only eight 
; weeks’ time, it is but fair to tell 


» 
, you what you have done for me. 
4 I reduced sixty pounds. My 
\ friends pass me on the street with- 


out recognizing who it is. I feel 
better. I appear at least ten years 
younger, Gratefully, 

(Mrs.) Grace Horchler. 















Read the above; published 


by perm: On 


oN Y reduétion course on personally dic- 
tated records—to music—reduces any 
figure to normal, in surprisingly short time. 
This effective and exjoyab/e means of reducing 





is open to any man or woman who has a phono- 
graph, and will give me 12 to 20 minutes daily, 
for a tew weeks at home. 





the improvement with the very first lesson. 


Food Does Not Cause Fat 


Some of the stoutest people eat less than a child of ten. The 
secret of real reduction is organizing your system to use ail of 
your food for blood, bone and sinew, and eliminating all waste. 
Then there is nothing left from which Nature can make fat. 
That is why my course gets such instant results, and never fails 
to bring with them a joyous state of health, You'll see and fee/ 


It’s Easy to Get Thin to Music! 
First Lesson FREE, to Prove it 


My Method Lets 
You Eat 
No thoughtful woman will seek a normal 
figure, supple limbs, and a buoyant state of 
health through such unnatural means as 
stinting and starving the system. My way 
of getting thin leaves remaining flesh firm; 
the skin smooth; the eyes clear and bright. 


My FREE Offer: 


Accept my five-day offer vow. I stand 
ready to prove my course can reduce you 
—before you pay a penny. Try it five days 
—that’s all J ask! I will send you, free and 
prepaid, piainly wrapped, a full-size, double- 
faced record on which | have dictated your 
first lesson. Fill in the coupon wow, and 
mail it to me today. 


WALLACE r78 W. JACKSON BLVD. 
CHICAGO, ILLS. 

Please send record for first reducing lesson, free and prepaid. 

I will either enroll, or return your record at the end of a 

five-day trial. ‘This does not obligate me in any way. 


Name 


































HAVE REDUCED fthou- 

sands of women; I send my 
reduction records anywhere. I 
have scores of letters to prove 
every claim I make, Can anyone 
who really wants to get 


thin decline this 
opportunity? 


L 








es. 




















































































































































Beauty Is One Part Nature— 
and Three Parts Care 


The woman of social distinction is marked by a flawless skin and 
complexion, rather than by the cut of her gown. Perfect grooming 
and a delicate, well-cared-for face and contour, whether at thirty, 
or forty or more, is a natural outgrowth of culture, whereas style 
is a matter of taste—and dressmakers. 


In New York, my Salon d’Oro, 
dential and shopping Fifth Avenue, 


situated midway between 
serves the complexion require 


resi 


ments of the New York society woman. The excellence of the 
building, its location, the spaciousness and beauty of the rooms 
(which have been further Poe during the past few weeks) 


the well-known efficiency of the Venetian Muscle-Strapping, Face- 
Modeling Treatments which are administered by my personally 
trained assistants, the quiet, exclusive atmosphere, all give my 
Salon d’Oro a character approached by no similar institution. It 
has won such an unusual clientele that I have been besieged with 
requests to establish bri anch Salons abroad. My Salons in London 
and Paris already promise to parallel the success of the New York 
Salon d’Cro. 


When I was in Paris, I selected some fascinating novelties which 
I knew would please my clients and their friends. Delectable 
powder jars, China cats and dogs to lend charm to the exterior of 
your house, fans and bags and vanity boxes and the most irre- 
sistible French perfumes—all these have arrived in time for the 
gift-giving season and there is many a merry Christmas among 
them. 

I have recently perfected a new Oriental Masque treatment to 
correct the relaxed muscles of the throat and neck which show age 
more quickly than anything else. This treatment rapidly improves 
the contour and gives highly satisfactory results. One treatment 
will convince you of the benefits to be derived from a full course. 


The Famous Arden Venetian Preparations Altho 
Repeatedly Imitated Have No Counterpart 


Venetian Orange Skin Food—An unusu Venetian Creme Mystique—-A_ temporary 
ally successful tissue buildtr It imparts expedient to render acne less noticeable 
a richness to the skin—the envy of your especially good for red, shiny noses for 
friends. When dieting to effect reduction, use before powdering. 75c 

use this skin food to eperens the face 

from ageing. Pot $1, $1.75, $2.75, $4.25 Venetian Bleachine Cream—A preparation 


to remove summer tan. 
lemon juice, combined 
nourishing cream. $1.25 


Contains pure 
Venetian Pore Cream—An Arden triumph with soothing 
The only preparation of its kind for the 


successful removal of blackheads. Effec- 


tively: reduces enlarged, coarsened pores Venetian Coencing Cream—A perfect skin 
about the nose and mouth. Pot $1, $3 cleanser $2, $3 

Venetian Amoretta Cream—Made from a Venetian Anti-Wrinkle Cream—To_ re- 
French formula. Forms soft, invisible film move lines and wrinkles 2 


over which powder may be applied evenly 


giving a velvet-like appearance A genu- Poudre D'tllusion—Gives the skin a peach 

ine treasure. $1, $2. like bloom Inimitable in tint, quality 
and fragrance. $3 

Venetian Adena Cream—Rich in fat-pro- Savon Kenott—A famous Parisian denti- 


ducing qualities, it helps to restore grace 


ful curves to neck, bust and shoulders frice—antiseptic, refreshing 
r 9 * 26 . 

$1.50, $2.50, $3.50. Lemonies—Have you tried them? The 
- z only soap to use for whitening the hands 

Venetian Special Astringent—For relaxed Don’t use an imitation. 50¢ each: box 

muscles; gives new life to ageing faces of 6, $2.50. 

where the skin is loosened, relaxed or 

shrunken; firms and tightens the skin; Eye-Sha-Do—‘‘She was fascinating but 

Large unsolved."” And the secret of her charm 


distilled from rare imported herbs. 
bottles $4 50. was this unusual preparation. $1 
tf you wish to cultivate your individual type of beauty, 

for Elizabeth Arden’s Home Course 


increase or reduce weight, write 


booklet 


Send for “The Quest of the Beautiful’’—describing all the Arden Venetian 
Preparations. lizabeth Arden will answer your questions with personal 
letters containing invaluable advice. Please add 4% tax to remittance 
with order; also postage unless order exceeds $10. Address all corre- 
spondence to the New York Salon. 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


SALON D’ORO, 673-C FIFTH AVE.. NEW YORK 


Paris, 255 Rue St. Honore London, W. 1, 25 Old Bond Ste. 
Boston, 192 Boylston St. Detroit, Book Building 
San Francisco, 233 Grant Ave. Washington, 1147 Connecticut Ave. 
Newport, 184 Bellevue Ave. Atlantic City, 1211 Boardwalk 
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RICH RELATIVES 


Compton 


(Continued from 


She had a 


moment's satisfaction in per- 
ceiving that Lady Grant was obviously 
taken aback at seeing her there; but her 


aunt soon recovered herself sufficiently to 
reply with her wonted coldness: 

“It scarcely seems to concern 
dear; and may I inquire in my 
you are doing here?” 

“Oh, you needn't think you can put me 
off like that,” Jasmine went on apace. 
“I’ve left Silchester and I’m going to stay 
here until Uncle Matthew is better, and r ll 
answer no questions until he is better.’ 


you, my 
turn what 


“Indeed? That will be for your uncle 
and me to decide.” 
“Oh no, it won't. You're not my guar- 


dians, You weren't appointed my guardians, 
and you've got no say in the matter at all. 
If Uncle Matthew doesn’t want to be taken 
out of his own room, why should he be, 
when he’s ill?” 

Another person now appeared—a sleek, 
pale, old young man whom Jasmine recog- 
nized from Selina’s allusion as the 
“smarmy” doctor. She took advantage of 
his presence to run past her aunt and speak 
to the old gentleman who was so much oc- 
cupied in holding on to the frame of the 
door that he was apparently unconscious 
of his niece’s arrival. 

“If you please, miss,’ said one of the 
nurses “you'd better not excite the patient 
Just now. 

Jasmine paid no attention to this advice, 
but knelt down and with all the force she 
could achieve kept on calling out to know 
what Uncle Matthew wanted, until at last 
the old gentleman was induced to recog- 
nize her. He was evidently pleased at her 
arrival, so much pleased that he offered 
her his hand in greeting, a gesture which 
cost him his hold on the frame of the 
door. The male nurses were quick to take 
advantage of this, and while Jasmine was 
still on her knees, they hurried him along 
the passage and vanished through the door 
from which Lady Grant had just emerged. 
Jasmine realized that her interference had 
only succeeded in helping the other side, 
and in a mist of mortification and seli- 
reproach she followed the bed into the room 


prepared to receive the sick man. She 
was bound to admit to herself that the 
room was well chosen and admirably pre- 
pared. Yet she knew that the more care- 
ful the preparations, the more acutely 
would they aggravate her uncle’s discom- 
fort. The fire burning lavishly in the 


grate, the flowers blooming wastefully on 
the table, the sick room's glittering equip- 
ment, they would seem to him detestable 
extravagances which in his feeble condi- 
tion he was powerless to prevent. As soon 
as Uncle Matthew was safely out of his 
little bath-bedroom, Lady Grant locked 
the door and put the key in her bag; but 
Selina arrived on the scene in time for this 
action by her ladyship, to whom she pro- 
ceeded to give, or rather at whom she pro- 
ceeded to throw a piece of her mind. 
When the housekeeper paused for breath, 
her ladyship merely said coldly that if she 
did not behave herself, she would find 
herself and her boxes in the street. 

“This kind of thing has been going on 
long enough,’ Lady Grant proclaimed to 
the world. “It was time for his relations 
to interfere.” 


ASMINE, when she made an effort to 

consider the situation calmly, could not 
help acknowledging that by that world to 
which she had appealed all the right and 
all the reason would be awarded to her 
aunt. An abusive housekeeper trying to 
interfere between doctor and patient would 
stand little chance of obtaining even a 
hearing for her point of view, especially 
when that doctor was Sir Hector Grant. 
Moreover, she began to ask herself, might 
not Selina have merely got a bee buzzing 
in her bonnet about interference for the 
sake of interference? Had not her own 
judgment been wrought up by Selina’s mys- 
terious way of summoning her to Rounci- 
vell Lodge and by the stifling atmosphere 
that enwrapped it to imagining what was, 
after all, looked at sanely, a melodramatic 
and improbable situation? 

One thing she was determined to do, 
however, and that was to stay in the house 
herself, not for any purpose connected with 
wills concealed in coffins under beds, but 
simply in order to be able to devote her- 
self to Uncle Matthew's comfort. If her 
aunt really was trying to manipulate the 
old gentleman’s end—and of course the idea 
was absurd—but if she were, she would 
find her niece’s presence an obstacle to the 
success of her schemes, and if her wicked 
intention were nothing more than the crea- 
tion of Selina’s highflown fancy . ‘ 
Jasmine broke off her thoughts and went 
back to her uncle’s new room, where, pull- 
ing up a chair beside his bed, she took his 


Mackenztie’s 


Novel 


page 96b) 

hand and asked if he did not feel a little 
better. The effort he had made to resist 
removal had exhausted him, and he was 
lying on the box-mattress breathing so 
faintly and looking so pale that she rose 
again in alarm to call the doctor, who was 
talking to Lady Grant outside. She had 
not moved a step from the bed before 
Uncle Matthew called to her in a weak 
voice, that, however, still retained the ac- 
cent of command, and bade her sit down 
again. 

It was at least a satisfaction to feel that 
he had grasped the fact of her presence and 
that he was evidently anxious to keep her 
by his side. Presently, when the respectful 
and sober male nurses had respectfully and 
soberly left the house, like two plumbers 
who had accomplished their job, the doc- 
tor came back to ask softly if Mr. Rounci- 
vell could not bring himself to change his 
bed as well as his room. The old gentle- 
man made no further opposition, but al- 
lowed himself to be lifted down from the 


box-mattress and tucked up in the big 
four-poster, after which the box-mattress, 


upon which he had slept for so many years 
in his bath, was carried away. Jasmine 
was now alone with him, and he beckoned 
her to lean over to catch what she feared 
might be his last whisper. 

She was unnecessarily nervous. 


“They — I’m going to die,’ he 
chuckled. “But I'm not. Ha! Ha!” 

Five minutes afterward he was peace- 
fully sleeping. 

Down-stairs Jasmine was allowed the 
pleasure of thoroughly and _ extensively 
defying her aunt. Nothing that Lady Grant 


said could make her flinch from her 
avowed determination not to leave Rounci- 
vell Lodge until her uncle was definitely 
better. Only when she was satisfied on 
this point would she agree to go wherever 
she was sent. She even took a delight in 
drawing such a heightened picture of the 
afiair with Edward and Harry Vibart at the 
Deanery as to call down upon her the 
epithet “‘shameless.’”’ She announced that 
if after she had visited her Uncle Alec 
and Aunt Mildred she found that she did 
not get on better with them than with the 
rest of her relations, she should somehow 
borrow the money to return to Sirene, 
whence nothing should induce her ever to 
return to England 

“It occurs to me,” said Lady Grant, 
“that you are trying to be impertinent.” 

I don’t care what occurs to you,” Jas- 
mine retorted. “I am simply telling you 
what I intend to do. I’ve got a kind of 
fondness for Uncle Matthew—not a very 
deep fondness, but a kind of fondness— 
and although you think me so heartless, I 
really am anxious about him, and I really 
should like to stay here until he’s better.” 

It must have been difficult for Lady 
Grant to refrain from giving expression to 
the implication that was on the tip of her 
tongue, but she did refrain, and Jasmine 
could not help admiring her for doing so. 
However, she was determined to provoke a 
discussion about that very implication, and 
of her own accord she assured her aunt 
that she need be under no apprehension 
over Uncle Matthew’s money, because she 
had no intention of trying to influence him 
in any way whatever. 

“Impudent little wretch!” Aunt May 
gasped. And Jasmine gloried in her abil- 
ity to have wrung from that cold and well- 
mannered woman such a betrayal of her 
radical femininity. 


ASMINE did not expect to have the house 

to herself; nevertheless, in spite of con- 
tinual visits from Lettice and Pamela, 
from Aunt Cuckoo and Aunt Ellen—the 
last-named greeting Jasmine as an abbess 
might greet a runaway nun—most of Uncle 
Matthew’s entertainment fell upon her 
shoulders. This was not that the others 
did not take their turn at the bedside, but 
when they did, the old gentleman always 
pretended to be asleep, whereas with Jas- 
mine he was conversational, much more 
conversational, indeed, than he had ever 
been when he was well. 

One day she felt that she really was for- 
given when he asked her to go down to 
the hall and bring up his collection of 
sticks, all of which in turn he looked at 
and stroked and fondled; after which he 
made Jasmine put down in pencil the cost 
of each one, add up the sum, divide it by 
the number of sticks, and establish the av- 
erage cost of each. When he had estab- 
lished the average cost, all the sticks that 
had cost more he made her put on one 


side, and all the sticks that had cost 
less on the other. After the sticks were 
classified, she was told to fetch various 
pieces of bric-a-brac on which he was 


anxious to gloat, as a convalescent child 
(Continued on page 100) 
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GOLPLEX 


Outdoor Apparel for Women 


S comfortable and charming for the fire- 
side hour as for the breezy outdoors 

are GOLFLeEx Dresses of fine Worsted Jersey. 
They have delightfully “different” touches, 
and a quality of tailoring and fabric seldom 


found in frocks so moderately priced. 
In lovely new Fall colorings and exclusive GoLFLex 
models. Sold at good stores everywhere. Write for 


Style Booklet. 


Originated and sold at wholesale only by 


WILKIN & ADLER, Inc. 


Garment Center Capitol 


501 Seventh Avenue 














Albrecht Furs 


1855 

FINESSE IN WORKMANSHIP 
and our straight forward dealirgs 
Rave always distireuisked us 
durirg our long years ir tke fur 
business.Tke imitation of our 
designs, printed matter, ard 
busiress policies by otkers,is 
as complimentary if not as pleasant, 
as tke spontaneous approval of the 
very wealthy and the very modestly 
situated Folks wko comprise 
our cosmopolitar patronage. 
OUR Fur BooK- All the rewcreations 
and acareful resume of all that 
13 cogent in the purchasing of 
furs, is presented by one of the 
oldest Fur houses ir the lard.We 
ask you to serd lOcerts witk your 
request for book N°164 as a slight 
assurance of your interest: File G-3 


EALBRECHT & SON. ST. PAUL, MINN. 
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All Shades 
Cap or Fringe It 
Shapes 


15c Each 


Gray and White 
Double Price 
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AWEST 


Beach & Motor 
HAIR NET 


. — for Gvery “Wear ~ Gverywhere ~ 


HE West Beach & Motor Hair Net,— 
the choice of the Elect, is universally 


preferred for dress as well as for business 
and sport wear. 


has strength above the usual,—the West 


process assures that; invisible too, because 
it matches so perfectly any particular shade 
of hair. 

Every West Hair Net is unfailingly good, 
each is an exact duplicate of the other in 
size and shape, and what is more, there isn’t 


poor one in a thousand. 
Made by the makers of 





rT 
WES C 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


WEST ELECTRIC HAIR CURLER CO. 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


Canadian Distributor H. B. Holloway & Co., 
Toronto, Canada 








New York City 





Postpaid 
3 Ib. box $3.50 
5 Ib. box $5.50 


Add 50c West of 
the Mississippi. 
Bigger, meatier, sweeter pecans, 
fresh from the trees to your 
table. 

Pecanway shells are so delicate 
that they can be cracked easily by 
pressing two nuts together in the 
palm of the hand, allowing the 
meat to be extracted in perfect 
halves. A pound of Pecanways 
yield full 10 oz. of meats as com- 
pared with the 7 or 8 oz. given 

by a good commercial variety of pecan. 
Pecanways are the cream of the crop 
from the highly cultivated trees. 

Send check or money order for a box 

of Pecanways. 


Their attractive package makes Pe- 
canways a novel gift, highly appre- 
ciated by every man, woman or child 
M. O. DANTZLER 
W. Pecanway Place Orangeburg, S. C. 
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f CLS PLOVER ERELEREDERPPP EEE 


A 3000-year-old pleasure 


for you to enjoy 


ArounpD the most simple facts 
of living, the ancients threw 
all the subtle pleasures which 
their minds could devise. 

They understood, too, as every 
one in the East understands 
today, the restfulness of sweet 
odors, the refreshment which 
comes from delicate perfumes. 

Do you know the 
refreshment of Incense? 

They knew incense, as you 
can know ittoday. Fortonight, 
in your reception room, in your 
halls, in your boudoir, there 
can arise the subtle and deli- 
cate perfumes of the Orient— 
the same graceful fragrance 
which is arising in millions of 
homes throughout the world. 


Vantine’s—the true 
Oriental Incense 
Burn incense, but be sure 
that you get Van- 
tine’s. It’s very easy 
to make a mistake 
about so subtle a 
thing as 


but if you use the 


incense, 


ALL the sweet deli- 
cacy of Wistaria Blos- 
soms is imprisoned in 
Vantine’s Wistaria 
Toilet Water. 


name Vantine’s, as your guide, 
you have the experience of 60 
years’ knowledge of the Orient 
guiding you to the true Orien- 
tal fragrance. 

Which do you prefer? 
Vantine’s Temple Incense 
comes in five delicate  fra- 
grances—Sandalwood, Wista- 
ria, Rose, Violet and Pine. 
Some like the rich Oriental 
fullness of Sandalwood, others 
choose the sweetness of Wis- 
taria, Rose or Violet and still 
others prefer the clear and 
balmy fragrance of Pine. 
Whichever you prefer, you can 
get it from your druggist or 
your gift shop. Practically 
every department store, too, 
carries it, so swift has been its 

spread throughout America. 





So try, tonight, the fra- 
grance which appeals the 
most to you. Just 
name it on the mar- 
gin and for 25c we 
will be glad to send 
it to you as an ac- 
quaintance package. 








VANTINE’S Temple Incense is sold at drug stores, 
department stores and gift shops in two forms—powder 


and cone 


and in packages at 25¢—50¢ and 75¢. 





Rose Violet 





ackage 


Temple Incense 

p 

Sandalwood 
Wistaria 


If you will send 25cto A, A.Vantine 
& Co., 61 Hunterspoint Avenue, 
Long Island City, N.Y. and name 
the fragrance you prefer, we will be 
ne to send you an Introductory 


Pine 
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VAN ZANTEN’S HAPPY 


HARPER’S BAZAR 


DAYS 


(Concluded from page 90) 


taking Ali and Oasu!” 
I remember nothing 
nothing of Toko: 1 


more: I remember 
became unconscious. 


HEN I came to myself, my teeth were 

chattering and my body shivering with 
cold, wet, and terror. Toko lay face 
downwards on the ground, seund asleep, 
snoring. 

The storm had died away; the rain had 
ceased, the black death-cloud had disap- 
peared, Except for a few scattered clouds 
fringing the setting sun, the sky was quite 
clear. 

We crept down to the mangroves, but it 
was impossible to go farther; the ground 
was one immense swamp. By the time we 
reached the ruin again the sun had sunk 
and it was quite dark: we must pass the 
night at the Fathers’ Stone. 

At the first sign of dawn we set out on 
our homeward journey, following a long 
detour which Toko alone knew, and which 
led past the strange town, Wattiwua, 
which we had once visited. 

A more terrible journey I have never 
made. We were dropping with exhaustion. 
My knees would scarcely support me. But 
worst of all was the dull certainty in my 
heart, the despairing conviction that Ali 
and the child were no more, 

I cannot explain how it was that hope 
had deserted me, for hope usually lingers 
until killed by certainty. But I knew that 
Ali was dead. 

Towards midday we reached the king's 
coconut grove from the north side, and 
found all the people whose huts had been 
destroyed assembled there. Tongu came 
slowly towards me, crying, and fell down 
at my feet. He knew that I had trusted 
in him. 

No words were necessary. I wept with 
the others. When Toko saw my tears, he 
flung himself on the ground and howled 
like a sick hound, 


Tongu told me afterwards how, when 
the storm began, he went to Ali, who was 
running with the child in her arms to and 
fro along the strand, calling my name. 
But she would not listen to him. 

Only when she could no longer stand 
against the storm, and the child was shriek- 
ing with terror, did she allow him to lead 
her to the house, where she lay down at 
once on our mat, still clasping the child 

Tongu tried to persuade her to accom- 
pany him to the coconut grove, but she 
replied that she would wait till I came: I 
should not find the house empty upon my 
return. 


In vain did he tell her, of the flood 
which would surely come: she would not 
listen. 

Later on, having abandoned his own 


hut, which was on a lower level than ours, 
he came again to Ali and found her lying 
on the mat wailing. After a final vain 
attempt to persuade her to leave, he seized 
her round the waist to take her away by 
force. But at that she sprang up and 
attacked him, striking and biting like one 
possessed, as if afraid of his taking her 
child from her. 

Her last words were that “the good one” 
should not find the house deserted and 
empty when he returned. 


ONGU accompanied me to the place 

where the house had stood. Only the 
wooden foundations and the heavy sea- 
chest were left. 

There, jammed between the chest and a 
beam, so firmly that not even the flood 
could move her, lay Ali, her child clasped 
tightly to her cold breast. His little head 
was pressed against her neck so that her 
chin rested upon his hair: we found it im- 
possible to separate them. 

Their faces were calm 
Their eyes were closed 
be asleep. 


and peaceful. 
They seemed to 
(The End) 


THE RUSTLE OF SILK 


Cosmo 


HHamilton’s 


Novel 


(Continued from page 82) 


Why not? Yes, that might be good in 


case Simpkins should be waiting. “Come 
along, then. You've made me late. Tell 
him where to go.” 


The cab turned into Queen’s Road, and 
as it passed the narrow house with the 
jeweler's shop below—all in darkness now 

Lola leaned forward and kissed her hand 
to it Her father with the glass in his 
eye, the ready laugh, the easy-going way, 
the confidence in her; her capable mother, 
a little difficult to kiss, peeping out of a 


shell: her own old room so full of mem- 
ories, the ground in which she grew... . 
They were slipping behind. They had al- 
most been specks on the horizon during 


all that eventful night, in which she 
had found her wings. And this Treadwell 
boy, his feet in a public library, his soul 
among the stars, such clothes and such an 


ae And now there were 
Chalfont and Lady Cheyne and—Fallaray ? 
No, not yet. But he had touched her 


hand and heard the songs of birds. 

“Lola, it hurts me now you've gone. I 
hate to pass the shop. There's nothing to 
do but’—-he knew the word and tumbled 
it out—‘yearn.” If only he might have 
held her hand, say half-way to the house 
that he hated 

“Is that a new cap, Ernie? Take it off, 
You don’t look like a poet. Nothing to 
do? Have you forgotten your promise to 
read and learn? You can’t become a 


Masefield in a day!” 

He put his hands up to his face and 
spoke through sudden sobs “With you 
away I shall never become anything any 
time. Come back, Lola. Nothing’s the 
same now you're away.” 


ND she gave him her hand, poor boy. 
And he held it all tight, like a 
drowning man, as indeed he felt that he 
was. Since Dover Street had come into 
life he hadn't written a line. The urge 
had gone. Ambition, so high before, had 
fallen like an empty rocket. Lola—it was 
for her that he had worked his eyes to 
sightlessness, far into all those nights. 
“This will never do,” she said. In- 
spiration—she could give him that though 


too 


nothing else—almost as golden as love. 
He was to be someone—-a modern Paul 
Brissac. She needed that.- And she re- 


fired him as the cab ran on, rekindled the 


cold stove and set the logs ablaze. Work, 
work, study, feel, express, eliminate, 
temper down. Genius could be crowded 


out by weeds like other flowering things. 

And as the cab drew up the hand was 
raised to burning lips. But the shame of 
standing aside while the driver was paid— 
that added a very big log. 

“Good night, Poet.” 

“Good night, Princess.” 

(Oh—h, that was Simpkins’ word.) 

Dover Street—and the area steps. 


(To be continued in the January issue) 


RICH RELATIVES 


(Continued from page 


gloats over his long-neglected toys; and 
finally one afternoon the musical-box was 
brought up, and the whole of its twelve 
tunes played through twice over. 


NEXT morning he 
should get up. 

“Oh no, I'm not dead yet.” he said 
‘And, after all, why should I be? I'm 
only seventy-six, I’ve got a lot more years 
to live before I die.” 

Since the old gentleman had been out of 
danger, Selina had ceased to worry; but 
she still insisted that his will was in the 
coffin, and that time would prove her 
words true one of these days. 

“Depend upon it,’ she told Jasmine, 
‘they meant him to die without leaving 
any will at all. They meant him to die un- 
tested. Oh yes, that’s what they meant 
to do, and her ladyship—although why 
she should call herself a ladyship any more 
than Mrs. Vokins is beyond me. and I've 


announced that he 


98) 


known many real ladyships in my time— 
oh yes, her ladyship had worked it all out. 
She knew she couldn’t expect to get it all, 
the cunning rascal. So she thought shed 
have it divided amongst the lot, thinking 
as half a loaf’s better than no bread. You'd 
have been a loser and I'd have been a loser 
by that game. And depend upon it the old 
gentleman saw through her, and made up 
his mind he would not die. Oh dear, if 
he'd only make up his mind to get salva- 
tion, there’s no reason why he should worry 
about anything at all No reason what- 
ever. Think how nice it would be if we 
could all meet in Heaven one day and 
talk over all this. Oh, wouldn't it be nice. 
Think of the lovely weather they must al- 
ways get in Heaven. I suppose we should 
be sitting about out of doors half the time. 
Or that’s my notion, anyway. But you 
and he won't be there, so what's the use 
in making plans to meet?’ 

(To be continued in the January issue) 
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This is a 
Merry Christmas, 


dear reader, to 
you from your 
magazine 


\fter all, Harper’s Bazar is 
your magazine. It is published 
to meet with your approval. 
And everybody engaged in its 
making —every writer, every 
artist, every editor—even down 
to the smudgy-faced little boy 
who runs around with the cuts 
and the copy—is dependent upon 
your approval of Harper's 
Bazar. And every time you 
voice your approval it’s adding 
a bit of butter to his or her— 


or its—bread. 
The one thing that worries us 


as Christmas comes leaping 
toward us is not the presents 
we haven't bought, nor even the 
imminent bills for the presents 
we have bought 


No, it's something quite differ- 
ent and as it has to do with 
“shop-talk” we hesitate to in- 
troduce it in this Christmas 
greeting. But it worries us. 
It's on our mind. This is what 
brought it about 


The other day an Unpleasant 
Person said to us, “Oh, pshaw, 
no woman ever reads a fashion 
article! She looks at fashion 
pictures—yes! she may read the 


headings —yes! But fashion 
articles—never !” 
And this Unpleasant Person 


spoke with the force with which 
Unpleasant Persons usually 
speak and it quite upset us. 


For it was a bitter blow be- 
cause, of late, we've been prid- 
ing ourselves on how interest- 
ing our fashion articles really 
are. 


We've thought that Mrs. van 
Campen Stewart's articles from 
Paris were just as interesting 
as if you had received a letter 
from a friend over there: we 
ourselves have found Erté’s 
articles from the Riviera un- 
usual and amusing: and in such 
an article as Marie Lyons 
“Dressing the Hair to Suit the 
Gown” in this issue there’s al- 
ways been so much information 
that we could use ourselves. 


How delightful it would be if 
we could know that you feel 
as we do about these fashion 
articles. 


° hi 
Pg ¥ 


ue 


Well, that’s certainly enough 
voicing of trouble in a Christ- 
mas greeting. And now for a 
bit of cheer. 


Next year, Harper's Bazar, in 
every way, is going to be better 
than it’s ever been. 


Perhaps that’s a large promise 
but—watch Harper's Bazar next 
year and see for yourself. 
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For your personal con- 
venience, keep it in its 
original double-sealed 
package — ‘Don’t tear Zz 


or cut off top 


Wi a sharp-edged knife or pair of pointed scissors —we suggest 
that you cut a ““V” shaped opening at the top-center on one of 
the narrow sides of the package. From this opening pour out coffee as 
wanted — the angle of i package acts as a spout—enabling exact tea- 
spoon measurements. Before uaieing package to shelf, turn down flap, 
practically re-sealing package. 
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DWINELL - WRIGHT CO. BOsTON - CHICAGO 


Ea Principal Coffee Roasters 














For those who linger under Southern skies, RANDA 
sailors and sports hats spell good form and style 


exclusive. At better shops—with RANDA’S label. 


The RANDA HAT CO., 57-59-61 W. 38th St., New York 
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HERMOs 


is the trade mark on 
The Original and 
| Accepted Vacuum Bottle. 
Many are “called” 
Thermos 
but few are genuine. 
| Only those with 


; the name 


HERMDs 


stamped on the metal case 





are the chosen, 

The Ideal Gift 

| From Babyhood to 
Old Age. 

They glide like a blessing 
through 

The Seven Ages of Man. 





| For baby in the nursery—keeps 
milk pure. For the youth in 
| college—at play or work. For 
mother at home and father in 
| the office. Keeps contents cold 
‘or hot for any hour, day or 
‘night. Thermos has been 
awarded Grand Prize at all 
international expositions. 
| AMERICAN THERMOS BOTTLE CO. 
366 Madison Avenue, New York City 













































































The O-G Scandal Sandal 


presented in patent leather— $13.50 







Continually stepping 
forth in advance of 
the times—are O-G 
footwear fashions! 


“ “ 







Original, exclusive 
models each and every 
one of them... 


“ % 















Priced according 
to every woman's 
idea of fairness. 


“ “ 


Next time in Chicago 
—visit one of the 


eight O-G stores! 


“ “ 


O'CONNOR & GOLDBERG 


FAMED FOR FASHIONABLE FOOTWEAR SINCE 1903 
Eight O-G Stores for Men and Women in Chicago 
a 


O-G SHOES 


AND HOSIERY 


































THE 


DARLING 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
DILETTANTE 


| (Continued from page 47) 


up on the divan under a_ reading-lamp, 
with a green volume of Schopenhauer open 
in her hands. 

trust you don't 


motor out those 


roads at night, Diana.” 
His lovely daughter raised her violet 


eyes from the book. 
“What did you say, 
is so fascinating—” 
“I say, I trust you haven't been motor- 
ing out—” 

“You're always trusting something, dar- 
ling,” said Diana sweetly. “But as a matter 
of fact I haven’t been motoring—anywhere, 
lately. Roland hasn't a car.” 

“Roland,” snapped Mrs. Hatch, 
| anything!” 

“Why, Mother!” 

There was a baleful gleam behind Mrs. 
Hatch’s glasses as she turned from the es- 
critoire. “It’s true. Ive been going to 
speak about it for several days. You're 
seeing altogether too much of that young 
Plummer. Next thing we know you'll be 
telling us you're engaged to him! Do you 
realize that he can’t even support himself? 
Why, his mother pays all his bills! Do 
you think your father wants a son-in-law 
he'll have to support all his life?” 

“That isn’t fair!” Diana slid off the 
divan and stood up. The green volume of 
Schopenhauer thumped to the floor. 

“What about his family?” rushed on 
Mrs. Hatch, fairly breathless. (She al- 
ways got on this subject —— or later.) 

“Who are the Plummers, I'd like to know? 
And to think you might have married Fred 
Titheridge as easily as—” 

Mr. Hatch coughed behind his newspaper. 


Dad? Schopenhauer 


“hasn't 





ITH what she considered splendid 
hauteur Diana drew herseli erect. 
“Isn't this outburst rather — uncalled 

for?” she demanded. 

“Well,” fumed Mrs. Hatch, nervously 
plucking off her glasses and putting them 
on again, “I’ve just gotten sick and tired 
of seeing Roland Plummer hanging around 
here! And when Fred Titheridge—" 

“For Heaven's sake,” cried Diana, 
howling about Freddy Titheridge!” 

Both parents looked shocked. 

“As it happens, Freddy Titheridge is 
coming to-night to take me out to Glen 
Echo.” 

“Well, now there,” beamed Mrs. Hatch 
with a sudden saccharinity of tone. “That's 
more like it! Ive always been fond of—” 

A red-faced parlor maid had appeared 
in the doorway. 

“Mister Titheridge is here,’ she an- 
nounced nasally. And in he walked, pull- 
ing off a great raccoon motor coat. 

Freddy Titheridge was one of those well- 
groomed, affable youths who make smiling 
entrances and are admired by all parents 


‘stop 


| of marriageable daughters. 


“Hello,” greeted Diana, extending a 
graceful hand. 

“Hel-lo, Di!” There was in his eyes, as 
he crossed the room to her, a smile as un- 
mistakable as an engagement ring. ‘Twas 
the first evening in six weeks that he had 
managed to get her alone. 

“How de do, Fred.’ 

“How d’ya do, Mrs. 

“Evening, Frederick.” 

“G'd evening, sir.” 

They shook hands all 
beamed upon one another. 

“Well,” said Mr. Hatch, 
more into his armchair. 
= about you. 

laughed Freddy. He was one of 
those _t who make a point of laugh- 
ing appreciatively at anything a girl's 
father may say. Fathers everywhere con- 
sidered him a splendid chap. 

“We were just saying,” put in Mrs. 
Hatch, “that we hadn’t seen you for per- 
fect ages. Diana tells us you two are go- 
ing out to Glen Echo.” 

“Yes,” said Freddy, “I thought if Did 
like to, we'd run out there for a couple of 
dances. It’s the last party of the year— 
and the music’s wonderful.” 

Diana had remained standing 
ing him with a critical eye. Her interest 
in country clubs and “wonderful” music 
had passed with the Flapper days. If 
only Freddy were more intellectual. Yet, 
after all, he was good- looking. ; 

“If you’re ready to go,” she said, ‘Tl 
run up and put on a hat. Is it cold 
enough for my fur coat?” 

Freddy was about to reply when the red- 
faced parlor maid again appeared. 

“Mister Plummer,” she announced. 

It was quite as if she had tossed a fire- 
cracker into the room. 

“Mr. Plummer?” echoed Diana’s 
“Why, I thought—” 

“Sh!” whispered Diana, 
pecting him, but—” 

‘Ah,” rumbled a hollow voice beyond 
the portiéres, “Good evening!” And Ro- 


Hatch.” 


around, and 


settling once 
“We were just 





regard- 


mother, 


“I wasn’t ex- 











land Sedgwick Plummer sauntered in, a 
manuscript folded under his arm. 

The face of Freddy Titheridge was aq 
study in disappointment. Here, after all 
his maneuvering to get Diana alone. . . , 

The senior Hatches nodded chill good 
evenings, but Diana’s greeting was warm 
and intimate. Mr, Plummer, who went in 
for mannerisms and effects, bowed deeply 
and pressed his lips to her hand. Diana 
always liked it. It was so foreign. . . 

= thought you were going to be writing 
to- night—” 

“But I’ve finished my story,” replied 
Roland, flourishing the manuscript, “and 
I've come over to read it to you all.” 

“Mr. Hatch and /,” said Diana’ Ss mother 
hastily, “have an engagement!” 

“Dll tell you,” explained Diana gently, 
“Freddy and I were just on our way out 
to Glen Echo—the Club, you know. They 
always have a farewell party the first week 
in December. Would you like to come?” 

“T hate clubs,” proclaimed the tempera- 
mental author. “They bore me _ insuffer- 
ably.” 

“Perhaps,” suggested Freddy, “Mr, 
Plummer doesn’t want to go, Di—” 

“No,” spoke up Mr. Plummer, “on the 
contrary—I think I'd enjoy it!” 

To himself Freddy unloosed a string of 
silent oaths. If this wasn’t the damnedest 
luck. 

“The three of us will 80, smiled Diana, 
with a show of gaiety. “Come on!” 

“Well,” coughed Mr. Hatch, who prided 
himself on always making the best of a 
situation, “I trust you young people will 
have a good time!” 


” 


HE last party of the year at Glen 

Echo was a festive occasion. In the 
great hall of the club-house a log fire 
burned cheerily, and over the polished floor 
—to the blaring, tooting, jangling tonky- 
tonk of a jazz orchestra—many couples 
stepped and circled. Along the walls sat 
the usual rows of “older people,’ taking 
advantage of their last chance of the sea- 
son to discuss the dancers; and among the 


dancers gyrated the usual _ stiff-kneed 
“older” couples who should have been sit- 
ting down... . 

Roland Sedgwick Plummer took no 


pleasure in dancing. To-night he wan- 
dered aloofly around the club-house, giving 
off cynical opinions on things in general. 
‘Twas apparent that Diana was quite in- 
fatuated with him. She preferred him to 
Freddy: that was understood, . . . Yet 
Freddy had acted like a dear to-night. 
And he was a divine dancer. 

Indeed, as they footed it to the saxo- 
phone harmonies of Mon Homme, and 
Freddy held her close in his arms, she had 
a fleeting return to the bygone Flapper sen- 
sations, and culture and Roland Sedgwick 
Plummer seemed to recede. 

But at the intermission she realized that, 
after all, Plummer was her heart's choice. 
They were standing at the punch-bowl 
with a group of Levelston people, and 
somehow conversation slithered toward the 
artistic. Then it was that Roland Sedg- 
wick Plummer distinguished himself. He 
carried off a neat little monologue on De- 
gas, and Diana was very proud of him. 
Freddy Titheridge had never heard of 
Degas—and never wanted to hear of him 
again. He stood apart, hands in pockets, 
gloomily watching Plummer and Diana. 

And when, after one of those typical 
country-club interims, the orchestra blared 
forth again, and Freddy approached her, he 
felt that she seemed a trifle reluctant: 
but, after a smile at Plummer, she stepped 
into his arms, and they swung off into the 
intricacies of the step that had supplanted 
the toddle. As she snuggled close to him, 
her cheek against the lapel of his coat, she 
was telling herself that, with all his money, 
he would never do. He was too primitive. 
He was just a “nice boy’ Roland, 
on the other hand, was brilliant, He would 
make a distinguished husband. 

At eleven she declared herself weary of 
Glen Echo, and despatched Freddy to 
bring his yellow roadster round to the 
door. Roland handed her in, and stepped 
in himselfi—the three of them crowding 
side by side in the seat. Then Freddy, as 
disgruntled lovers have done since the in- 
vention of automobiles, slammed the car 
into gear, kicked open the cut-out, and 
went roaring down the drive. 

’Twas a crisp December night. No snow 
had yet fallen, and there was a wistful 
crescent moon over the trees. As_ the 
roadster sped along, its headlights catching 
the sparkle of frost upon the ground, Diana 
leaned back, conscious of a suitor pressed 
closely on either side of her, and slipped 
her hand into Plummer’s. For a time all 
three were silent, but as they turned out 
of the Glen Echo grounds, onto the road 

(Continued on page 104) 
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They know it’s always out 0’ door 
weather; that GOLF, TENNIS, FISH- 
ING, SAILING or whatever form of 
| ad pastime you enjoy will be ‘‘ton 
ole 
St. Augustine 
ALCAZAR PONCE DE LEON 
Opens Dec. 15 Opens Jan. 7 
Ormond-on-the-Halifax 

ORMOND - - pens Jan. 5 


Palm Beach 
ROYAL POINCIANA BREAKERS 
Opens Jan. 16 Opens Dec. 20 
Miami 
ROYAL PALM Opens Jan. 2 
Long Key 
LONG KEY FISHING CAMP 
pens Jan. 2 
Key West 
CASA MARINA - Opens Dec. 31 
Nassau, Bahama Islands 
COLONIAL ROYAL VICTORIA 
Opens Jan. 14 Opens Dec. 27 
Hotels Operated on American Plan 
Through Pullman trains from New York 
direct to all East Coast resorts includ 
ing Key West for Havana; and from 
other sections through Pullmans to Jach 
sonville make close connections with Pai 
lor car and Sleeping car trains on the 
F. E. C. RB 
Through Sleeper, Boston and Miami, daily. 
EAST COAST OF FLORIDA 
(Flagler System) 
New York Office, 243 Fifth Avenue 
Telephones: Madison Square 9230 & 9231 
General Offices, St. Augustine, Fila. 
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Maternity Corsets 


For more than twenty 
years Lane Bryant has 
specialized in designing 
and making correct 
clothes for Maternity 
Wear. We have outfitted 
over a million expectant 
mothers. 

The famous Lane Bry- 
ant Corset is the perfected 
product of that experi- 
ence. It is the best cor- 
set in the world. Made in 
our own workrooms. 


3.95 4.95 to 14.50 


If unable to call, write Dept. 
K-1 for Free Style Book. 


Lane Bryant 
21 W. 38th N.Y. 26 W. 39th 
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AMERICAN PACIFIC Co. Inc. 


46 East 25'b St. NewYork City 
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SOAP 


The Aristocrat of | 
Sine TJoilet Soaps } 













A condensed set of health rules—many of which may 
be easily followed right in your own home, 


traveling. 
ion about food elements and their relation 
diets, 
diets, 


informat 
physical 


welfare; also effective weight control 


and bland diets, laxative and blood-building 
diets used in the correction of various chronic maladies. 


The book is for FREE circulation. Not a mail order ad- 


vertisement. 


out cost 


or obligation. 





or while 


HEALTH EXTENSION BUREAU 


1105 Good Health Building 
Battle Creek, Mich. 








You will find in this little book a wealth of 


to 


acid 


and 









Name and address on card will bring it with- 
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SNORTH CAROLINA 


‘\' Sunshine and the 
‘\ pines, good fellow- 
| ship, true sport. 


NOW OPEN 
Holly Innand Berkshireopen 
early in January. Sincere 
hospitality and complete 
comfort at Pinehurst Hotels. 
Rates substantially reduced 


Events of national interest 
in every field of sport. 

Golf, Tennis, Motoring, 
free Shooting, Driving, 


Rifle Range, Airptanse 
Racing, Horseback Riding 


For reservations, address 


General Office, Pinehurst, N. C. 
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AN UNPARALLELED 
OPPORTUNITY 


WONDER CRUISE 
MEDITERRANEAN 


Jan.28 to March 


EVER before has 

there been offered an 
opportunity of visiting the 
strange lands and stranger 
peoples of the great Sea 
of History and Literature 
in such luxurious com- 
fort of appointments and 
service as will be enjoyed 
in the coming Cruise of 
the Cunarder Caronia. } 









Information and Literature on request 


EXCLUSIVE MANAGEMENT 


THOS. COOK & SON 


245 Broadway 


Chicago Philadelphia Boston 
San Francisco Los Angeles 
Montreal Toronte Vancouver 


150 Offices throughout the World 
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Mineralava frees the clogged pores that stifle a beautiful complexion 





LEOPATRA WOULD 
RIDE IN A CAR TODAY 


By VERNON RADCLIFFE 


LEOPATRA, the beautiful, the magnificent, would never be satisfied 

with ancient Egyptian methods of conveyance, were she privileged to 
live today. In place of her chariot, she would speed inacar. In place of her 
famous barge, she would own a yacht. And is there any reason to suppose 
that she would continue the use of ancient soaps, creams and lotions for 
the complexion, when modern life offers something so much better? 


The care of the complexion has become increasingly necessary increas- 
ingly hard. Today the trains roar back and forth. The streets throb 
with the exhausts of motor cars. The factories seep down clouds of sooty 
vapor. Beauty has been fading earlier and earlier. 

Yet, despite the dust and impurities that modern life forces deep down 
into the skin, we still further impose soaps, creams, lotions and cosmetics. 
Can tired Nature expel the added burden in the pores? 


Impurities must come out. Nothing put on the face can possibly be of 
benefit if the pores beneath are clogged, and today they are clogged as 
they never were before. 


Women have turned in desperation to massage, the vigorous action of 
human hands. Unscientific face massage has made more old women than 
age. To parboil your skin with half scalding water, and knead and maul 
the muscles of your face is bound to be injurious. Massaging does not 
even remove dirt, foreign substances and impurities from the place where 
they do the real damage—down below the surface of the skin. Your 
Beauty Specialist will tell you so. 

Mineralava is the one way to a good complexion—the only way—so 
startling, so revolutionary in idea, so different from any treatment that 
you have known, that you cannot afford not to know it—to try it. 

Instead of being just one more thing to put on the face, to rub in the 
pores, Mineralava takes out. It cleanses the clogged pores—washes off— 
and is gone, all in twelve minutes. Daintily applied with a brush— 


Mineralava, Nature’s Beauty Clay, originated by Mrs. M. G. Scott 
and perfected by her through 23 years of scientific ‘research and experi- 
ment, accomplishes two important re sults—it withdraws impurities from 
the pores and it tightens sagging muscles. 

As it dries it contracts. You feel its medicinal ingredients penetrate 
the depths of the pores. You feel it ee all foreign matter 

You feel the wrinkles smooth out. You feel the flabby skin ‘ai tight. 
You feel the cleansing purifying blood tingle through each tiny vein. 


Immediately, a blooming youthfulness glows and radiates from the 
cheeks. Mineralava Face Finish is a necessary skin food and tonic, acts 
as a mild bleach and forms a perfect base for your face powder. You 
apply it at the proper time, after the pores are cleansed. Procure 
Mineralava at druggist or de- 
partment store today — or try it, 
by mailing coupon with 25c. 


MANUFACTURER’S NOTE: Mineralava 
contains absolutely nothing which can harm 
the most delicate skin. We guarantee it, and 
will refund your moneyi f you are not satished 
after one treatment. Scott’s Preparations, Inc., 


6 East 37th St., New York City. 


ineralava 


Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
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Mrs. M. G. Scott, Scott’s Preparations, Inc New York, N. ¥ 


Enclosed find (stamps , coin -) for which please send demonstration 
tube of Mineralava sufficient for two full treatments. 


, 6 East 37th Sc., 


25¢ 
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\THE DARLING 


(Continued from page 


that skirted a black forest toward Levels- 
ton, Plummer spoke. 

“I was just thinking about my new 
story,” he said. “I had intended to read 
it to you to-night, but you wanted to come 
out here to dance. ‘ think I'll tell 
you the plot now. Shall 1?” 


“Yes—do,” murmured Diana. 
The author needed little coaxing. 
“It’s rather curious,’ he began, “this 


story opens with people driving just as we 


are—along a lonely country road. Only 
there aren't three: just two—the lovers.” 
Freddy, at the wheel, grunted audibly. 


He was wishing to God there were but two 
in fis car. 


“The hero,” continued Plummer, “has 
just told the girl that, by the terms of his 
uncle’s will, he falls heir to a million that 


night at midnight. But there is a plot to 
keep him from reaching the lawyer's home 
to sign the papers. And just as he is tell- 


ing her of this- out from the bushes by 
the roadside springs a man, pointing an 
automatic at them.” 


At this point the Glen Echo road made 
a sharp turn. Freddy slowed down, .. . 
When, with breath-taking suddeness—as if 
it were a movie enactment of the very 
thriller Plummer was reciting—up from 
the underbrush a man did spring, pointing 
an automatic at them. 

Diana uttered a sharp little scream, and 
Freddy, taken completely by surprise, 
shoved on the brakes. The car slid to a 
stop, and the rough-looking highwayman 
lea ped upon the running-board 


‘All right,” he growled hoarsely: “Come 
through! Ever’thing ya got—an’ hurry!” 
Diana sat stiff with fright. It was all 


so unreal. In the seconds that thumped by 
she was aware of having read of hold-ups 
on this road. Beside her she felt 
Roland Sedgwick Plummer sliding lower in 
the seat. Then, with a quick gesture, it 
happened! Freddy’s arm whirled up, his 
fist crashed against something, and the rob- 
ber sprawled backward. The deafening 
roar of a pistol! Then Freddy vaulted 
the door and flung himself upon the figure 
in the road. 

Her eyes wide with terror, Diana leaned 
over and watched—fascinated. She saw 
them pommeling each other savagely; saw 
them roll, grunting and kicking, into the 
ditch. In that instant she recalled that 
Freddy had been boxing champion of 
Dartmouth. He had never been able to 
graduate, but he sad won the boxing 
championship. All this flashed across 
her mind as she stared, shivering, at the 
sprightly battle in the ditch. Then sud- 
denly one of the twisting shapes lay still. 

Diana screamed again as a dark fig- 
ure emerged from the shadows, brushing 
himself off. 

“There’s a whisk-broom in the pocket of 
that car, Di,’ came the voice of Freddy. 
“Will you hand it to me, please?” 

“Freddy!” Her cry expressed relief, 
joy—and in it was a new note that stirred 
the heart of her defender. As she handed 
him the whisk-broom she looked around. 
Roland Sedgwick Plummer had not moved, 

T was moment. In her 
opinion of him was 
She herself did not 


an awkward 
mind a changed 
swiftly taking form, 
quite understand it. Then Plummer him- 
self spoke up, his voice a trifle uncertain, 
yet tinged with cool bravado. 
“Tl help you tie him up,” he offered. 
And Diana was about to remark with 


fine scorn: “Oh, yes, you’re brave enough 
now—”’ But she bit her lip and said 
nothing 

“No, thank you,’ acknowledged the 


quondam boxing champion of Dartmouth. 
“I don't think I need any help.” 

There was a shaky, uncomfortable si- 
lence. Then Freddy, having brushed him- 
self off, took from the tool-box a length of 
rope, and once more descended to the ditch. 
While he was down there Diana and Plum- 
mer sat without a word. In the last five 
minutes something had happened to her: 
an amazing transformation. The battle in 
the ditch had made her see things in their 


true values. She knew now what she 
wanted. A man. Somebody who was able 
to protect her—not somebody who was 
able to read Browning to her. She was 


beginning to feel a chill contempt for Ro- 
land Sedgwick Plummer; while he, for his 
part, had adopted a nonchalant air, quite 
as if nothing had happened. He was even 
whistling. It annoyed Diana. 

A moment later they were startled by 
the raucous horn of a motor-car approach- 
ing behind them. The roadster was block- 
ing the way. Young Mr. Titheridge, hav- 
ing securely trussed up the motionless high- 
wayman, stepped out of the ditch, and as 
he came into the glare of the headlights, 
there rose from the car behind familiar 
shout: “Ya-ay, Freddy!” It was Bobby 
Glendenning and two other Levelston youths, 
returning from G!en Echo. 
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“Hello!” called Freddy. “Would you 
mind taking a hold-up man to the Level- 
ston police station for me? He’s tied—he 
can’t get away.” 

With muttered exclamations the youths 
scrambled from their car and approached 
the prostrate figure in the ditch. 

“Well, I'll be—” 

“Son of a gun!” 

“Nice work, Freddy!” 

“Just get hold of him, please,” directed 
the hero modestly, ‘“‘and throw him in the 
back of your car, Tell the chief I'll come 


in to-morrow. 

AS the yellow roadster moved off around 
the bend in the road, its three occu- 

pants were silent. Then Plummer, with his 

air of nonchalance, began to whistle again. 

In the darkness Freddy, the conqueror, 
felt Diana’s hand creep into his. 

“I'm afraid this affair has made 
kind of nervous, Di,” he said quietly. 

“How considerate he Diana 
herself. 

“Perhaps we'd better stop in at Pell’s— 
for a little bracer—or some coffee or some- 
thing. You're cold—and I don’t want to 
take you home until your nerves are 
quieted down.” 

“That would be nice. - 

Roland Sedgwick Plummer ceased whist- 
ling. He was beginning to feel himself de 
trop. And Freddy, who had felt all eve- 
ning that he was de trop, sat wondering, as 
he drove along, if there were not some way 
to get rid of him—without carting him all 
the way back to Levelston. He wanted 
Diana to himself, did Freddy. Ten min- 
utes before Plummer had been a rival with 
quite a shade of advantage. Now, he was 
excess baggage. There was no subtle psy- 
chology about The bell had rung on 
Roland's act. That was all. Freddy 
knew it; Diana knew it: and Freddy knew 
that Diana knew it. He himself was still 
feeling the thrill of the recent fracas. It 
made him rather aware of his own power. 
Yet he feared it would not be politic to 
kick Plummer out of the car. 

Pell’s road-house, famed 
lence of its “chicken dinners,” and the skill 
with which it side-stepped the Volstead 
Act, stood back in a clump of trees, hung 
with electric lights, on the corner of the 
Dempster Road. And as the yellow road- 
ster turned in its driveway, an idea sud- 
denly glowed in the skull of Freddy Tith- 
eridge. Strategy! way to be rid of 
the pusillanimous Plummer! 

“You two,” he said pleasantly, as they 
stopped before the lighted door, “go in 
and get a table. I'll be in as soon as I 
park the car.” 

“All right,’ answered Diana, 
his hand as she stepped out, and turning 
upon him a radiant smile. “Don’t be long!”’ 

Five minutes later he returned from the 


you 


told 


is, 


it. 


for the excel- 


squeezing 


frosty shadows where cars were parked, 
and mounted the steps of Pell’s. Inside 
the door a_ blond, rotund head-waiter 
bowed smilingly before him. 

“Good efe-ning, Mr. Tit’redge!” 

“Evening, Adolph.” 

“Table for—how many, sir?” 

Young Mr. Titheridge glanced hastily 
around among the guests. 

“Adolph,” he said, lowering his voice, 


“there's a federal agent here!’ 
“Federal agent, sir! 
“Sh-h! <A prohibition officer—Gover’- 

ment breath-sniffer. I followed him in.” 

His gaze circled the crowded room, and 

fell upon Roland Sedgwick Plummer, 

seated alone at a table. Diana had ap- 
parently gone to the ladies’ room to fix 
her hair. “There! There he is, Adolph! 

That pale fella with glasses— 
“Ach!” muttered Adolph, 

doubling his fist, “So! 

“You know what to do?” 

“Yes, sir!” 

In an instant a platoon of waiters had 
gathered, and were loading their napkins 
with salt-cellars. 

“Federal agent!” they growled. 

“Get ready, boys,” commanded Adolph 
with the air of a field-marshal. “Ve gif 
‘im such a bum’s rush as his own family 
wouldn't know ’im. Then out the back 
door he goes—into the ash-pile! Now! 
Raus!” And they moved off in flying 
wedge formation. 

Vith an amused chuckle young Mr. 
Titheridge leaned back against the door 
and lighted a cigaret. 

Inside there arose a sudden clamor. 
music stopped abruptly. Came sounds of 
a great shuffling of feet—then a door 
slammed. Someone Jaughed shrilly, the mu- 
sic began again, and Pell’s patrons contin- 
ued dancing as if nothing had happened. 

One thing was certain: Roland Sedgwick 
Plummer would not bother them any more 
this evening 

Tossing away his cigaret, Freddy adjust- 
ed his cravat, assumed a bland, cherubic 
smile, and sauntered in to await Diana. 
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Young housekeepers take to it readily. Older, more experienced 
ones soon see the advantage, and learn to let the coffee make itself. 


THE FAUST INSTANT WAY 


It saves time, it saves temper, it saves utensils, it saves energy. Best of all, 
it saves money—dollars every year in coffee bills. In tea bills, too, for 
Faust Instant Tea is just as much a part of the well managed household as 
Faust Instant Coffee. 

If your dealer hasn't received his supply, write to Faust Instant Headquarters. 








COFFEE TEA 
Blue Label Red Label Black Label Green Label | 
Grade A Grade B Grade A Grade D | ta 
Standard Size ... 40 cups... .$0.40....$0.25 100 cups... .$0.40... . $0.25 Wy 
Medium Size ..... ee. s«: Ose ae SRG...) TOs Ie 
Family Size .....120cups.... 1.40.... .90 400 cups.... 1.40. .90 
Seater Glee... 480 cups. 4.25. 3.25 1600 cups.... 4. ae 3.25 
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Dr. Walter’s Medicated 


Reducing 


Rubber Garments 


Anklets: For Reducing 
For Men and Women and Reshaping the Ankles 


= > 
Cover the entire body or 
any part. Endorsed by 


leading physicians. Send 
for illustrated booklet. sheik 


Cloth "$4 00 ae 
In white I ie 
Dr. Jeanne E. Walter $3.00 
ae Billings Bldg., 4th Floor r ) 7 see 
my 353 Fifth Avenue, New York . ‘csp hated RP ccoy 9d 
(Entrance on 34th St., 3rd Door East) dividuality el f 
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Bust Reducer, Price $6.00 Philadelphia Itepresentative: MISS Anklets, as illustrated Fine black a 
Chin Reducer, as illustrated, \akY KAMMERER, 1029 Walnut St. re vel bey cotton Vg 
Price $2.50 xtra high $9.00 $4.50 
San Francisco Representative: ADELE x 
Neck and Chin Reducer, $3.50 MILLAL CU, 345 Stockton St, Sed ankle measurement 
when ordering. Mohairar 
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“SLIPPON” CAP SHAPE 


hair nets in large and small sizes 


IMPORT SPECIAL 


fringe, straight shape, hair nets in extra large size 


‘l (0) A Dozen When Ordered Direct 





Leading department 

stores everywhere carry 

B. uniforms. In 
Greater New York at: 


B. Altman & Co. 
Abraham & Straus 
Arnold Constable 
Best & Co 
Bloomingdale Bros. 
Gimbel Brothers 
Fred’k Loeser 
Lord & Taylor 
Ji umes McCreery 
Saks & Co. 
Franklin Simon 
Stern Brothers 
John Wanamaker 


from Us the Importers. 
Six Dozen Assorted for $5.00 


WHITE OR GREY HAIR NETS 
$1.50 A DOZEN 


". 
GEORGE ALLEN, Inc. 


1214 Chestnut Street, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


























If your dealer is 
out of these hata 
let us know. 


s. E. BADANES CO. 
64-74 West 23rd Street 
New York City 





Allen’s French Hair Nets. 
































The One ‘Notable 
Gift of the Year 








LATHEF R. “BRUSH | 


“dip in water ee p shave” 


$5.0 


PRACTICAL Christmas Gift for Men, that 
solves the problem of “What to give him?” 
o give a Duo Lather Brush is to give the one 
thing that a man does not already possess. The 
Duo is a shaving brush that every rea/ man will 
appreciate and use. Just a slight turn of the 
handle, and enough cream for one shave is me- 
chanically fed into the fine bristles, from the 
vacuum-sealed, collapsible tube in the handle. 


DUO Re-Fill Tubes sell for 25 cents. Re-Fills may be 
had in a choice of four, well-known, advertised brands 
of shaving cream. Enough cream in each tube to last 
a man two months. 





“The cream is 
in the handle”’ 


Guaranteed for 
Five Years 


Each Duo Lather Brush is attractively boxed in a 
gorgeous Gift Package. On sale in all Gift Shops, Drug, 
Hardware and Department Stores. 


DeLUXE BRUSH COMPANY 
Philadelphia, U.S. A. 
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one side, then suddenly he relaxed his hold 
and began again in a quieter tone. 

“We men had a party together at the 
club last night. It was to.be an all-night 
affair, but Antoine left us at one o'clock. 1 
followed him down-stairs and into the street 
and heard him give the fiacre driver your 
address.” 

Natalie drooped her head and tried to 
break from his grasp, but he brought her 
back with a turn of the wrist which made 
her cry out with pain. After a pause he 
spoke more deliberately. 

x, have come as a friend. This can't go 
on. But with her next reply, clear and 
cold, “Antoine was not here last night,” he 
flung her hands away with a muttered cry 
of impatience, crossed the room and sat 
down in the armchair by the open window. 


After a pause he resumed more quietly, 
Come, let us sit down and talk this thing 
over. Don’t defend yourself by lying.” 


“I am speaking the truth.” 

“I know the truth. After Antoine drove 
away I went up-stairs again to put the men 
off the track. They were already amusing 
themselves over his sudden exit. 1 slipped 


off as soon as I could and went to his 
apartment. I intended to thrash some 
sense into him—he’s too young to fight 
with arms. I waited there for him until 


eight o'clock this morning, Then his moth- 
er came in with him. She had met him 
first down-staus. I couldn't make a scene 
for your sake. I thought up some silly ex- 
cuse and came straight here—just stopped 
to change on the way.” 


FTER another silence he spoke again, 

more relaxed now and wearily. 

I passed a charming night, thanks to 
you, Natalie, and I want you to promise 
me—”’ 

But she interrupted him. “Antoine was 
not here last night. I have not seen him 


since yesterday at the races.” 
She stood rigidly in the center of the 
room, a study in black and white, heavy 


black hair framing a dead white face. Casi- 
mir turned his head away and let his unsee- 
ing glance wander out to the flowering lit- 
tle garden. 

Natalie, Natalie, what is the use?” 

“But you must believe me,” still stand- 
ing rigid, her hands tightly clasped together 
began to tremble visibly. “I will tell you 
the whole truth. It’s all very silly, Yes- 
Antoine told me that 


terday at the races 

you men were going to have a drinking 
féte last night. He said you would all be 
intoxicated by morning and no one could 
tell where you'd end up. I begged him 
not to go. I begged iim finally for 
my sake. He said if I'd wait for him 
here in my sitting-room and leave the 
windows open, he could get away early 
and come in through the garden. He said 
that if 1 would come to the window and 


speak to him and let him kiss my hand, 
he'd go straight home to bed.” She smiled 
wanly. “It sounds very childish; but we 
made a bargain. I came home from the 
C—’s ball early, at twelve o'clock, and sat 
here all night in my ball dress with my 
jewels on. That diamond thing hurt my 
forehead so, but I would not take it off 
I waited till five o'clock, then I 
locked the shutters and went into my room 
and changed. I haven't been to bed at all.” 


“But Antoine did not come home till 
eight o'clock.” 
“He was not here! On my word of 


honor, by my mother’ s memory, I swear it! 
He was not here!’ 
“Then where?” 

“Oh... . at the Tziganes. It isn’t the 
first time, you know. He’s been talking 
about a new singing girl .. But you 
have only to ask the others there. They 
all know him.” 

The inflexible pose melted; and as she 
turned drooping away, he sprang up to her 
and put one arm around the stooped shoul- 
ders and forced her head back until her 
face was exposed to him. 

“Natalie, look at me. 
the truth?’ His somber eyes, so close to 
hers, shone with a menacing light. Her own 
were misty with tears, but she looked back 
unflinchingly and in an intuitive flash he 
believed her. 

“Then let’s leave all this and go to the 
country,” he said, releasing her abruptly. 
‘Wanda is off for Podolia this afternoon— 
it is this afternoon, isn’t it? Let’s go with 
her.” 

“But my aunts. ... 

“Never mind your aunts. Run up-stairs 
ind tell them now. We'll all meet at the 
Praga Station for the four o’clock train.” 
He bent down and kissed her hand, but as 
he raised his head a fresh suspicion brought 
the shadow back to his face again. “How 
sad you look and pale!’ 


Are you telling 


” 


Gizycka’s 





Story 


‘I never heard that it was becoming to 
sit up all night,’ she glanced sideways 
through the long lashes, smiling. “See, 
my cousin—to convince you... . but 
you don’t deserve it, and I really haven't 
the right.” She drew a twice folded sheet 
from the ribbon of her narrow belt. “It's 
from Antoine. Just a scrawl. He explains, 
poor boy, what happened.”’ 

Casimir glanced down sharply at the let- 
er, but refused to extend his hand. 

“Won't you read it? . He says his 
droshky was stopped in the crowd. Some 
friends hailed him and jumped in before he 
could get away. He drove with them to 
the Tziganes to get rid of them, and they 
had some champagne there. He already 
had had cnough, then, I suppose... . 
they drank some more... . too much 

. and after that he was afraid to 
come.” 

Casimir shrugged his shoulders and 
without another word walked toward the 
door; but on the threshold he turned and 
bowed low to Natalie and paused for a 
moment, holding apart the heavy mauve 
and silver hangings with both hands. “Ay 
revoir—until four o'clock,” he said, and 
smiled—the old swift, enchanting smile. 


EARLY a week later, Wanda, Casimir 

and Natalie were sitting on the ter- 
race of Wanda’s country house in Podolia, 
a day's journey from Odessa, waiting jor 
their evening tea. It was near ten o'clock, 
yet the long, glowing day still lingered on 
A vast stretch of rich country rolled indefi- 
nitely to the horizon—an immense country 
out of proportion to its inhabitants, silent 
and solitary. The gold, red and blue By- 
zantine dome of a Russian church bloomed 
against an enormous deepening sky. A 
patchwork of small peasant fields, a crazy- 
quilt of potatoes, oats and rye, lay distinct 
in the twilight to the side of the neighbor- 
ing village. There was a feel of the Orient, 
like warm wine in the air, mellowness, 
vague perfume, rich, ancient color. 

A peasant girl, her head wrapped in a 
brilliant scarf, heavy bosomed, bare-legged, 
came up on the terrace with a bunch oi 
roses for Princess Wanda. Before present- 
ing them she bowed low and kissed first the 
sleeve of Casimir, then of Natalie and then 
of her mistress. 


Iwo Cossack men-servants, with rough- 
cut faces and mild blue eyes, approached 


through the long vista of barely furnished 
the other a 


rooms, one carrying a samovar, 
silver tray with tea glasses in silver fix- 
tures, biscuits and fruits. They wore tunics 


of blue cloth gathered in and _ fastened 
with great buckles which bore the family 
coat of arms. Their baggy trousers fell 
over high black top boots that resounded as 
they walked over the bare polished floors. 

The three sat quietly sipping their tea, 
until Casimir spoke. 


“How cool and healing the silence is 
after the rattle and bang and fever oi 
Warsaw. . oil on the ‘troubled waters. 


Why do we live like such fools?” 

“But would you be content here jor 
long?’ asked Wanda. 

Casimir did not answer. 
her tea with a long spoon. 

“The lilacs are in fullest bloom, arent 
they?” she said. “Last night they seemed 
to come right in through my window. I 
could scarcely sleep for their perfume. 
And the nightingale—did you hear him?” 

“Yes,” Casimir replied, “and I hear the 
sound of bells now. Who’s coming?” 

Wanda and Natalie exchanged glances. 

“Crack, crack,” laughed Wanda, “that’s 
a long whip—four horses—some one very 
grand.” 

Presently the sound of wheels on the 
outer driveway, winding through the trees, 
and the thud of fast trotting hoofs. The 
Cossacks clattered across the bare floor to 
the main hall, unbolted the double door, 
and stood low-bowing, one on either side. 

A slim boyish figure appeared on the 
threshold, wrapped from head to foot in 
a voluminous pongee duster and followed 
by a small valet burdened with many 
traveling bags. The entrance hall was 
dimly lighted by one oil lamp, swung from 
the ceiling and the group outside on the 
terrace at the opposite side of the house 
peered through the obscurity at the new- 
comer. He threw his wrap to one waiting 
Cossack, his cap to the other and called 
out in a voice which revealed his identity 
at the first word—a golden voice, pervad- 
ing, persuasive. 


Natalie stirred 


“Why do you sit there like statues? 
Don't you welcome me? 
“It's Antoine,” half-whispered Casimir. 


and he noted the grace of the advancing 
figure, coming down through the long 
vista of rooms, framed by successive door- 
(Continued on page 108) 
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“If you don’t 
see what you want, 
ask for it” 


Haven't you often noticed 
such a sign in the window 
of some little shop? 


After all, it’s not such a 
bad idea. 


If you are going to buy 
gifts for Christmas pres- 








ents—and who isn’t ?—con- 
sider these advertising 


pages of Harper’s Bazar 
one huge shop-window. 


In this shop-window you 
will find many lovely and 
luxurious, many odd and 


inexpensive presents. 


And if, in this shop-win- 
dow, “you don’t see what 
you want, ask for it.’ 


In this case ask Miss Jane 
Jarvis. 


She will buy for you ex- 
actly that gif. you wish for 
someone if it is to be found 
in any shop in all New 


York. 


Do your 
Christmas Shopping 
from these pages 





conneeennsnenntr Pe 


Statement of the Ownership, Management, etc., ree 
quired by the Act of Congress of August 24, 1912, 


of Harper’s Bazar, published monthly at New 
York, N. Y., for Oct. 1, 1921. State of New 
York, County of New York, ss. Before me, a 


Notary Public, in and for the State and county 
aforesaid, personally appeared C. B. Van Tassel, 


PIE 0 


who, having been duly sworn according to law, | 


deposes and says that he is the Business Manager 
of Harper’s Bazar and that the following is 
to the best of his knowledge and belief, a true 
statement of the ownership, management, etc., of 
the aforesaid publication for the date shown in 
the above caption, required by the Act of Au- 
gust 24, 1912, embodied in section 443, Postal 
Laws and Regulations, to wit 1. That the 
names and addresses of the publisher, editor, 
managing editor, and business manager are: 
Publisher, International Magazine Company, 119 
West 40th St., New York, N. Y.; Editor, Henry 
B. Sell, 119 West 40th St., New York, N. Y.; 
Managing Editor, Henry B. Sell, 119 West 40th 


St., New York, N. Y.; Business Manager, C. B. | 


Van Tassel, 119 West 40th St., New York, N. Y. 
2. That the owners are: International Magazine 
Company, 119 West 40th St., New York, N. Y. 
Stockholders: W. R. Hearst, 137 Riverside Drive, 


New York, N. Y.; M. V. Hearst, 137 Riverside 
Drive, New York, N. Y. 3. That the known 
bondholders, mortgagees, and other security 


holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more of 
total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other 
securities are: Columbia Trust Company, 60 
Broadway, New York, N. Y.: M. V. Hearst, 137 
Riverside Drive, New York, N. Y.; W. R. Hearst, 
137 Riverside Drive, New York, N. Y.; Arthur 
Brisbane, 238 William St., New York, N. Y.; 
Lina Strauss, 27 West 72nd St., New York, N. Y.; 
George J. Gould, 165 Broadway, New York, 
N. Y.; E. H. Gary, 856 Fifth Avenue, New 
York, N. Y¥.; Samuel Untermyer, 37 Wall St., 
New York, N. ¥.; George W. Perkins, Estate, 
71 Broadway, New York, N. Y.; James Speyer, 
1038 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 4. That 
the two paragraphs next above, giving the names 
of the owners, stockholders, and security holders, 


if any, contain not only the list of stockholders 


and security holders as they appear upon the 
books of the company but also, in cases where 
the stockholder or security holder appears upon 
the books of the company as trustee or in any 
other fiduciary relation, the name of the person 
or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, 
18 given; also that the said two paragraphs con- 
tain statements embracing affiant’s full knowl- 
edge and belief as to the circumstances and 
conditions under which stockholders and secur- 
ity holders who do not appear upon the 


> Bongo books 
we company as trustees, hold stock and 
securities in a capacity other than that of a 


— Eos owner; and this affiant has no reason 
velieve that any other person, association, or 
Fg edges has any indirect 
the said stock, bonds, or other securities than 





Stated by him, Cc. B. Van Tassel 
Business Manager. Sworn to and subscribed 
ran me this 22nd day of September, 1921 
bh al) K. J. Moore, Notary Public, New York 
county. New York Co. Clerk’s No. 343, New | 


York Co. Regist . 
expires March be, we 


3144. (My commission 
3.) | 
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instructive. red 
animals and a pull on the indicated button 
produces fhe corresponding, animal sound 


Indestructible 
W orld- 
Famous 
Kathe Kruse 
Dolls 


$15 t0 $18 


Sturd: 
Mechanical 
Trains with 


F. A. O. SCHWARZ 


5th Ave. at 31st St. New York 
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Every Child Likes The 


Speaking Picture Book 


cAn ingenious novelty’ at once entertaining, and 


cA World-Wide -Assortment of 


CHRISTMAS TOYS 


Dolls, Games, Books, Juvenile Sporting Goods; 


Electrical and Mechanical Outfits 


The present seasonable exhibition comprises a most complete 
selection, some items procurable at fhis Store only. Children 


and their parents cordially welcomed at THE HOME of TOYS. 


Illustrated Catalogue upon Request. 


Only Place of Business 





Henini 


Shows colored pictures of domestic 


$5,00 








REDUCE 


Easily ... 
Naturally 





Three Slices 
of Basy Bread a day, 


Help reduce your weight 
in a natural way. 


Doctors’ Essential Foods Co., 

Orange, N. J. 

Gentlemen : 

Besides having a satisfactory 
reduction in weight, by actual 
measurement I have lost sev- 
eral inches. The Basy 
has been very satisfactory, and 
I shall recommend your course. 


Mrs. N. K. S., 
Georgia. 


DOCTORS’ ESSENTIAL 
FOODS CO. 
39 Oakwood Ave. 
Orange New Jersey 





Your friends must have told you about Basy Bread, now a 


recognized standard weight-reducing ration. 
Sasy Bread is not a medicine or drug, but a wholesome 
and delicious food— scientifically prepared. 


There is no unpleasant dieting—no irksome exercises, in 
the Basy Bread course Legions have reported remarkable 
reductions in weight with gains in strength and health. 

You will be very much interested in the Basy Bread book- 
let, which gives reliable information on obesity and how to 
reduce Write for your copy to-day. Sent in sealed, plain 
cover, postage prepaid, 
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her chin with 


Through all these years, it 
has remained steadfastly the same pure 
powder for the complexion. Sold to- 
day in the same old fashioned box. 


Refuse Substitutes 


They may be dangerous. Flesh, White, Pink 
65c a box of druggists or by 
Over two million boxes sold annually. 
Send 10c for a sample box. 


BEN LEVY CO. 
French Perfumers, Dept. 42 
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Gold cloth $20 
Silver cloth $20 
Bronze kid $18 
Patent leather $16 





SLIPPERS for every 
occasion, for boudoir 
or ball. A wonderful 
collection in gold and 
silver and monotone 





brocades, metallic 
cloths, fine Jeathers 
and satin. i 

Designs that are | 
artful but practical | 
and workmanship in- | 
comparable, 


These slippers at 
once suggest them- 
selves as most appro- 
priate for holiday 
gifts. 


ANDREW 
ALEXANDER 


—— 


| ip 548 FIFTH AVENUE 4 
& Above Forty-fifth Street P: 
~ + 
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Useful Holiday Gifts 


Can be made quickly and easily 
by using 


WRIGHTS 
BIAS FOLD TAPE 


The high quality and perfect 
workmanship of these tapes in- 
sure a smart looking resuit. 
3ungalow, fudge, garden and 
sewing aprons, laundry or knit- 
ting bags, linen cases, traveling 
cases, fine lingerie, guimpes, etc., 
all illustrated in our latest book. 


Ask at your dealer’s for WRIGHT’S 
Tapes and send at once for book and 


free 3-yard sample, in any one of 
the following colors: Gray, Pink, 
Light Blue, Brown, Reseda, Navy, 
Lavender, Linen Color, 

Old Rose, Alice Blue, 

Red, Black, Yellow. 


Wm. E. Wright 
& Sons Co. 
Manufacturers 


Dept. U, 315 Church St. 
New York 

















Will Beautify Ihe Shin 


Frostilla will beautify your 
skin and keep it alluringly 
fresh and smooth in spite of 
exposure to the harsh wintry 
winds which threaten chaps. 

Frostilla regularly. 
delighted 
delicate charm it will impart 


will be 


powder. 


never leaves a trace of 
[ts rare 
delight the most 
taste. Price 35 cents. 
Frostilla Company, 
New York. 


You 


with the 


to the tender texture of your 


skin. 


You will find in Frostilla 
an ideal base 
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NEW TRANSFORMATIONS 


Just back from France 


Created by Manuel. 


Last season Manuel 
Sight Proof Parting Transformation, 


introduced his now 


It makes the pow- 
der cling on much longer and 


shine. 


fragrance also will 
fastidious 
Holmes 
Elmira, 


la 








famous 
which has 


been acknowledged by the leading fashion authori- 
ties as the acme of perfection in hair goods. 


Illustrated herewith are a few 


postiches made with his 


of his 


latest 


Sight Proof Parting 


which is 


~Manuel’s success is due to his incomparable 
tmanship in creating Hair Pieces and 
which rival those of the best Parisian 
‘ 
Manuel Tran tions made to order 
be seen to b pp ted as words cannot 
$ describe them. P $50 up. Without parting, 


Illustrated booklet on request. 


anly and 


an exact reproduction of the natural. 


artistic work- 


Transformations, 
establishments. 


muat 
adequately 
$35 up. 


Specialist in Exclusive Hair Goods 


29 East 48th St. 


New York 
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ways. He rose and met his cousin half- 
way across the terrace, gave him a fugitive 
hand-clasp and turned away with an order 











to one of the servants. 

Antoine bent his blond head to greet 
Princess Wanda, she put her forefinger 
lightly to her lips before giving him her 
hand to kiss. 


N hour or more later up-stairs in his 
bedroom, Casimir was seated at the 
simple white-hung dressing-table engaged 
in placing an array of smail toilet articles 
in perfect symmetrical order. His eyes 
lit on his rubber bath-tub, spread out on 
the floor nearby. It had not been properly 
emptied by the bare-footed peasant girl 
who served as housemaid and still contained 
a small residue of soapy water. With an 
angry expletive—for thirty-five years of 
single blessedness had left Casimir finicky 
and intolerant of any neglect of his per- 
son—he seized the tub in both hands, car- 
ried it to the open window and emptied it 
with a wide flap against the casement. 
As he leaned far out in search of a hook 
on which to hang the yawning receptacle, 
he caught sight of two tall objects dimly 
white and dimly gray, moving along one 
of the garden paths, and he heard the 
murmur of voices. He held his breath 
and strained his eyes. Silence—the vague 
forms disappeared round a bend in the 
shrubbery. 

Casimir hung up his tub, returned to 
the room, stood meditating by the dress- 
ing-table for a moment, and then blew out 
the lamp and returned to the window. The 
night was fresh and permeated with the 
scent of lilac and the sap of green grow- 
ing things. He seated himself quietly in 
the casement and leaned his body out. 
Yes, there were the dim moving objects 
again, nearer, approaching. Then he heard 
the colorful, low voice of Antoine, at first 
indistinct, then raised in protest, “But you 
must forgive me. . . . I shall go mad 
if you don't.” 

“I waited for you all night long,” 
Natalie speaking, her voice clear, 
high as if in anger. 

A period of unintelligible murmuring 
again, a little cry from Natalie, and the 
gray and white figures melted into one 
and drifted off through the velvety dark. 
Heart-sick, motionless, Casimir sat and 
watched them mistily disappear. 

But of a sudden the intangible black 
was pierced as if by a golden needle— 
penetrating, insistently sweet, a nightin- 
gale burst into song. Casimir shuddered, 
left the window, crossed over and flung 
himself down on his bed. The nightingale 
trilled on in ecstasy, then broke off sharp, 





it was 
pitched 


like the abrupt, dazzling flight of a fall- 
in& star. 
His listening ears throbbed with blank 


emptiness and he jerked himself to a sit- 
ting position on the edge of the bed, 
hunched up, his head in his hands. He 
listened intently and presently heard the 
sound of a door closing below, then An- 
toine’s light, quick step coming up the 
stairs on the way to his room. With a 
sigh of relaxation he rose, paced up and 
down the bare floor and finally drooped 
wearily into a deep armchair, stretching 
his long, slim legs before him. 


OW let’s think this thing out,’ he 
said to himself. “Are you in love 

with her, or merely jealous? Do you want 
her for your mistress or your wife, or 
neither. . Why not clear out of the 
whole thing? The Siberian trip to China 
or a little. racing in England 

Yes. . . .” He nursed the idea 


and wonde red how soon he could get away, 
until, without warning, the tide turned 
with a mighty wave that launched him out 
of his chair and onto his feet again. 


want her mir I've always wanted 
her. a Til | marry her. . But 
what’s the whole truth about Antoine?” 


His thoughts jerked violently along for a 
space. However, Casimir had met with 
few unconquerable obstacles in the course 
of his random career—certainly none in 
the feminine line—and after this short 
stormy interval his mind reverted to its 
original idea. 

“T'll marry her. We'll live decently and 
have children. I want a son by her. 


Of course, there’s no money... ._ It 
means eight months of the year in the 
country But she’s quite clever with 
her accounts and women are ex- 
pensive any way you take them. . 

no news in that.” He smiled to hims elf 


drifted. 
. Tl im- 
I'll try to 
with me.” 


old memories rose and 
“Well—it can’t be helped. 
prove the estate . . 

make her happy—really 


while 


and 
happy 
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repainted, refurnished, cared for again, as 
it had been in his mother’s lifetime 
“Tl have to stop this drinking : 

that’s just as well... . it was getting 
a bit the better of me. I've got the will, 
and now I’ve got the purpose. But 
it won’t be so simple, my boy, to break 
with the old life. You might as well face 


that fact. ‘Where have you been, my 
dear?’ and ‘Where are you going now?’ 
and ‘But I thought you said. _ an 
shrugged his shoulders and waved one 
hand as if in protest. 

Then a vision of Natalie rose in his 
mind, as he had seen her last at the races, 
all in white; the startling beauty of her 
little head the lovely shoulders, 
the slim, tapering figure whole 
groups of people turning to stare, nudg- 
ing each other, pointing her out. His 
memory flashed back to a chance meeting 


with two Georgians at the railway station 
but a few days before—wide circular 
capes, narrow waists, and silver daggers 


ae and the light of desire that leapt 
into their untamed eyes as Natalie brushed 
against them in the crowd nae 

Casimir stared at the lamp, and a dis- 
quieting chill fell upon him, like the cold 
mist from an invisible sea, and he sat 
down and covered his face with his hands, 


“No wonder her old husband kept her 
locked up in the country. Just 
what was that whole story, anyway? 

He sprang up again, walked 


across the floor as if against his will and, 
like a man in a trance, opened the door 
and stood hesitating facing the stairs. 

“But, my God, why should I pass an- 
other night in agony,” he cried out and 
decided at last, “I'll speak to her now 
and finish the whole thing.” 


H¢* started resolutely down through the 
semi-darkness. Once below, he made 
his way, striking an occasional match, 
along the long line of rooms to the door 
leading out to the garden. A shaft of 
light cut through the dark from Natalie’s 
room at one end of the house. He ap- 
proached the wide-open French windows, 
almost level with the lawn, so _noiselessly 
that Natalie intently bent over her writ- 
ing-table, partially turned away, did not 
hear his approach. She was still in her 
white summer dress. The lamp light fell 
on the rippling black hair and the young 
curve of her cheek. At the sight of her 
so unconscious, so desirable, almost within 
reach, his mind cleared and his will took 
definite shape. 
Natalie!”’ 
She looked up, started violently at the 
sight of him, and instantly turned the 
hali-filled sheet upon which she had been 
writing face downward and covered it with 
a blotter. But this simple gesture was 
enough to set vibrating again the subtle 
jealousy of the man, and the words which 
had risen to his lips froze into silence. 
His eyes, filled with tears but the moment 
before, shone now with an uncanny light. 
“May I come in—I can't sleep. 
He spoke in his usual voice and stepped 
across the threshold, She looked at him, 
lips parted, breathless, but did not answer. 
He seated himself calmly at some distance. 
“Did you hear the nightingale?’’ he con- 


tinued, lighting a cigaret. 
Yes, it was almost too sweet—almost 
like pain—and the lilacs - 
wonder you heard him at a ale 
“Oh, did you see us? 


“You were just under my window.” 

“IT knew quite well where we were,” she 
smiled at him; provoking mouth, Madonna 
brow; but the significant tone of her speech 
only angered him the more. 

“So the little flirtation continues.’ 

“But you say you don’t mind what I do 
in private—and I thought I was in pri- 
vate—at least in the dark.” 

“You have progressed very fast.” 
“How very stupid you thought me. 


” 


“But, do you know, I always suspected 
deep down that I was the fool. I saw 
him kiss you 

“Yes here she indi- 


cated vaguely ‘the back of her sh: upely head. 
“But why? Do you care for him?” 
“Oh, yes . in a way. He's so 
charming and young. The _ nightingale 
sang. You know, my cousin, women aren't 
so very different from men, aiter all.” 
“You were just writing to him?” 
“Shall I show you? Look read.” 
HE drew the letter from under the blot- 
ter and held it out to him. In a second 
he was beside her. He tore the paper from 
her grasp, crumpled it up and threw it to 
one side. 
“So you think 
(Concluded on 
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HE November issue of Har- 
per’s Bazar, with its extreme- 
ly striking cover by Erte, 
arouses the reader to a sudden 

realization of how different the 
policy of this magazine is from what 
it used to be. It is still a fashion 
magazine of excellence, carrying 
pages and pages of the very latest 
designs in styes, but, aside from this 
familiar aspect, its editor, Henry B. 
Sell, has built up a literary side that 
deserves support and _ attention. 
Among the features in this latest 
number, which Is mainly concerned 
with Winter fashions, is ‘‘ Sacred 
Pastures,” by Mildred Cram; ‘‘ Glass 
Husbands," by Lucian Cary; ** Mrs. 
Leslie Carter Resurgent,’’ by Palma 
Wayne; a new opisode in Laurids 
Bruun’s South Sea novel, ‘* Van 
Zanten’s Happy Days,” and instal- 
ments of ‘‘ Rich Relatives,’’ Comp- 
ton Mackenzie’s serial, and ‘* The 
Rustle of Silk, Cosmo Hamilton's 
latest novel. 

Looking back over the past year 
the new policy of Harper’s Bazar 
becomes apparent. It has printed 
fiction by John V. A. Weaver; sev- 
eral stories by Gene Markey; the 
best of Mildred Cram; a full-length 
novel by Compton Mackenzie, and 
stories by Lucian Cary. This is 
assuredly a beginning, and it is to 
be hoped that the apparent desire of 
the magazine to publish young 
American writers will steadily grow. 
Together with these younger men, 
work from such established figures 
as Cosmo Hamilton, George Agnew 
Chamberiain, Meredith Nicholson, 
Holloway Horn, Arnold Bennett, G. 
K. Chesterton, Laurids Bruun, Hol- 
worthy Hall, Robert Hichens and 
W. L. George has appeared during 
the -year. 

The magazine has also paid close 
attention to illustration, and among 
its artists have been Le Roy Bald- 
ridge, Katherine Sturges Dodge, 
Ralph Barton, Etienne Drain, Mau- 
rice Bower, Henry Raleigh and Wal- 
lace Morgan. 

For the future it announces such 
efforts as a new novel by Compton 
Mackenzie and the immediate serial- 
ization of Stephen Vincent Benct’s 
latest novel, ‘* Young People’s 
Pride.’’ 
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A program 
and a performance 


In American literature at the present time it seems as 
if the younger writers have seized the bit in their teeth 
and are running away with all the cups and prizes and 
trophies that the literary races offer. 


Sinclair Lewis’s “Main Street” followed F. Scott Fitz- 
gerald’s, “This Side of Paradise,” John Dos Passos’s 
“Three Soldiers” treads on the heels of Floyd Dell’s 
“Moon Calf” and now comes the youngest of them all, 
Stephen Vincent Benet who, at twenty-three is already 
famous as a poet. Benet’s first novel, “The Beginning 
of Wisdom,” recently published, has set all the critics 
chorusing its praise. 


As the Times Book Review points out it has been the 
policy of Harper’s Bazar to encourage these talented 
young writers. And we are glad to say that many of 
them are running full-tilt into Harper’s Bazar. 


Stephen Vincent Benet himself will soon have a novel 
in Harper’s Bazar. Its title, “Young People’s Pride,” its 
theme as fresh as the morning, its style a cascade of sur- 
prising phrases, its plot touched with a daring bit of 
melodrama. 


And many other of the younger writers will appear in 
the Bazar. There’s a thrilling two-part story, “The Run- 
away Pearls,’ by Henry W. Lanier; there are more 
stories to come, many more, from Mildred Cram, surely 
one of the most gifted of our younger short story writ- 
ers, and alluring, sophisticated tales from Marie Beynon 
Rae. 


And to lend a touch of dignity to this gay cavalcade of 
youth, some of the most famous and distinguished writ- 
ers of the world will contribute to Harper’s Bazar, 
among them, Arnold Bennett, G. K. Chesterton, W. L. 
George and Robert Hichens. 


When you consider that the primary purpose of 
Harper’s Bazar is to bring you the latest news of the 
best Fashions from Paris and New York, you must admit 
that we have, in addition, a remarkable programme of 
fiction, of entertainment and amusement and, perhaps, 
here and there, a bit of profound philosophy to offer you. 


You'll enjoy this programme. May we count you as 
one of our audience present at every performance as the 
curtain rises on the new year? 
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and-feminine treasures? No— 
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ment of an Adair Christmas, a 
collection of such _ intriguing 
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if you prepare now to make 
yourself lovely by using the 
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A Wonderful Gift 


Britanny Lace 


Pillow Case 


(Antique Effects) 


and Down-filled Pillow 





HE pillow is 13x19 inches and may be had in 

any color satin cover with a most beautiful case 
of antique lace—in a number of rich designs— 
tibboned and boxed for gift, complete $20. 


Can also be had in round or oval shape, if 
desired. Mail orders promptly filled and guaran- 


teed to be satisfactory. 
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5436 South Michigan Ave. Chicago 
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Let us see, then... .” 
leaned over, wicked-eyed, 


ferent from men. 
But as he 
menacing, a voice cried outside. 
“Natalie!” 
It was Antoine in the window. He stood 


there slim, straight, like an arrow just 
winged home to its mark, still quivering. 
“Natalie,” he cried once more, as he 
stepped into the room. The slanting topaz 
eyes glittered in a dead white face. He 
kept his right hand hidden in the loose 
pocket of his tweed coat and made a stiff 
little bow 
“IT ask your pardon. 
without meaning to.” 
They stared at each other till Antoine 
threw up his head and broke out again in 
a quick staccato. 
“You two fools 


I cried out quite 


can’t you speak to each 


other—-don't you know the truth—must I 
tell you? Are you blind, Casimir, that 
you don’t see she loves you? She has told 


me so a dozen times 
She only played 


from the very first. 
with me to make you 


jealous—and are you dumb, too? Or are 
you so_ selfish—so brutal > his 
voice broke in a sob 

A quick rapping—the inner door flew 
open and Wanda ran into the room. 


“Is anything the matter? I heard voices.” 
Prince Antoine stepped forward and 
gripped Wanda by the arm. 
“Make them speak out. 
ment . Casimir will be gone in a day 
or two. It’s almost the last chance.” 
And Wanda to check the boy, speaking 
lightly, her head to one side, interrupted, 
“I thought you loved Natalie yourself.” 
“I adore her that’s different.” 
Casimir shrugged his shoulders deli- 
cately, whimsically, then leaned down to 
Natalie, still drooping in her chair, took 
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her hands and raised her to her feet. 
“Natalie, will you marry me?” the smile 
was one-sided, provoking, but his voice 


trembled, and Wanda observed with relie(, 
that his face had gone quite pale. 

Grave and candid, like a child, Natalie 
looked up at him and answered, “But I 
have loved you always—from the very 
first. I was trying to write and tell you 
so to-night when you came in through the 


window- She drooped her head and 
smiled shyly. was discouraged—” 
Casimir, for once inarticulate, seized her 


two hands and pressed them together to 
his breast. Then, half-laughing, half-sob- 
bing, Wanda ran forward and threw her 
arms around the lovers. 

“My children, I was never happier in 
my life,” she cried. “I wanted it from the 
first, Casimir—but I was afraid .... you 
were not ready .. .” 

It was Wanda who first noticed Antoine 
standing isolated, a little to one side, his 


young face stricken, and she went across 
and slipped her arm through his. 
“Natalie has been very cruel to you, 
Antoine,’ she tried to speak lightly. “And 
so have I. You will forgive us? You 


are so young In time 


“But not at all,” he interrupted and 
moved aside. “You always explained it 
was a kindness—to keep me away from 


the dancing girls. I am proud to have 
been of service, Listen—the nightingale 
again—it’s getting quite light, almost day. 
Do you know, I never saw a nightingale. 
I think I'll go and try to find this one.” 

He stepped through the window onto 
the lawn and they heard the sound of his 
footsteps, running. A few minutes later a 
pistol shot cracked out from the far end 
of the garden. 
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(Concluded from page 49) 


affairs of other times—times when Mon- 
sieur le Coiffeur mounted a ladder and 
added six feet of hair to a woman’s height, 
for not in less space could he express the 
exuberance of his fancy. There were coii- 
fures arranged like a play with vivid 
scenes from the life of the owner or illus- 
trations from some notable novel of the 
day. One marvels at the milkmaid sim- 
plicity of our hair-dressing to-day. 

Once again, with the Greek gown, the 
Greek coiffure is restored to fashion—the 
Psyche knot bound with a double fillet; 
the round coiffure fitting the head like a 
close, smooth cap and circled with a jew- 
eled band (see page forty-nine); or the 
puff of curls with the metal wreath. This 
lovely coiffure could to-day be worn only 
at an evening affair of some ceremony; and 
yet an arbiter of taste, a queen of fashion, 
once wore it a-hunting in the spring for- 
ests of Seinhart. Louis XV. rode at the 
head of his hunt-—a little weary with the 
chase, a little warm with the day, a little 
bored with Mme. de Mailly, his maitresse 
en titre. Suddenly, beneath the patched 
and tossing green of the woods, directly 
across the vision of the princely retinue, 
dashed a smart little phaeton—bright pink 
(of all amazing colors!); and standing up- 
right in it, holding the reins of the pranc- 
ing ponies, appeared the Diana of mythol- 
ogy herself, dressed in a sky-blue robe 
blown against her perfect body in the un- 
rivaled sculpturing of Greek draperies. 
From bare, sandaled feet to classic knot of 
curls and jeweled fillet, she was the chaste 
huntress—/a petite Etioles—and her game 
was neither lion nor deer, but a king, whom 
with eyes downcast she affected not to 
see. Thus did the future Pompadour first 
break upon Louis’ vision, challenging his 
gallantry; but not during the life of de 
Mailly, who bored but ruled the King, was 
the little intrigante permitted to meet le 
Bien-Aimé. 

A faint injection of the spirit of former 
days has entered the mode this winter. In 
no other century have women given so 
little time and thought to the arrange- 
ment of the hair, and never before have 
they omitted the grace of an ornament. At 
every hour of the day, indoors and out, 
from the time some prinking cave-girl first 
twisted a flower in her hair, they have 
worn a head-dress of some kind—a ribbon 
or a galleon. Even our grandmothers wore 
lace lappets and a rose. Only in recent 
years has it been considered elegant for 
the head to be nude. 

This season marks the return to favor 
of the head-dress. Scarcely a smart head 
on any formal occasion but will wear its 
head-dress of jewels, of flo~cr> of tinsel or 
jet, rhinestones or beads. 

One of the notable effects in the mode 


to-day is the faint echo of other times and 


places—a touch jn a gown that recalls 
Greece or Spain, the moyen dge or the 


Italian Renaissance; and the coiffure for 
such a gown should carry out the same 
idea. That, at least, is one way of attain- 
ing an effect of great distinction. With a 
Spanish shawl or scarf, or a bouffant black 
lace dress, a coiffure that is “in the pic- 
ture’ gives a charming air. A suggestion 
of the Spanish style of hair-dressing is 
given on page forty-eight. It shows a 
single twist of smooth, black hair, heavy 
and brilliant, pulled tight back to show 
forehead and ears—the entire hair-line, The 
only break in this line is a loop of hair 
plastered to the cheek in front of each ear. 
This dramatic coiffure was suggested by 
the accompanying evening wrap of ermine 
lined with a Spanish shawl which turns 
back over the fur to form a collar. 

What simple effects we now call strik- 
ing! One would be remarked—and by the 
herd, not uncritically—in any of these 
coiffures, yet what childishly simple affairs 
they really are—just a line and a single 
ornament. And once a coiffure had to be 
dyed a bright green to attract attention! 

There have been modes in hair-dressing 
that have lasted for two centuries—the wig, 
for example, which began its career of 
crime under Marie de Medici, bringing in 
its train all the cursed immoralities of 
rouge, mouches, and cosmetics, and did not 
end its depredations on feminine modesty 
until our own Revolutionary days. But in 
its arrangement there was no monotony. 
The famous de Tallien had thirty wigs of 
varying blonde shades, and a hair-dresser 
in the days of Marie Antoinette had to 
know the 3,744 prescribed ways of arrang- 
ing the powdered wig. 

But no fashion has had a more lingering 
popularity than the turban, which the ex- 
quisite Josephine introduced when she defi- 
nitely and for all time abolished the wig 
and introduced the many slim, sweet ways 
of dressing the hair that have made her 
beauty famous. Revolution followed revo- 
lution, monarchies became empires and em- 
pires republics, but the mode remained faith- 
ful to the turban which Josephine had seen 
and envied on the sleek head of some Turco- 
maiden. On page forty-nine is shown a 
lovely, tight draping of silver and black 
satin, crossed with brilliants. which was 
designed to complete an oriental costume. 

he Russian influence, which has for 
so many seasons been felt in millinery, 
has this year produced a great number of 
evening head-dresses. As usual, it takes 
the form of the high peak in front which 
slopes away at the back to a narrow band. 

A fashion to take advantage of, that of 
the evening head-dress, for it is one charm 
more that a woman may add to her toilette. 
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Unsightly Wrinkles 


mar many an otherwise lovely face. 
Small wrinkles, unless promptly erad- 
icated, grow deeper and longer. Pre- 
your youthful beauty by 





| serve 
} ipplying 

3 MADAME HUDSON 
| PERSIAN VELVET 

SKIN FOOD 

a delightful tissue-building 
composed of the purest oils. As it 
nourishes the skin, which quickly 
absorbs it, disfiguring wrinkles and 
lines about the eyes and mouth 
quickly disappear. 


ig Madame Hudson Krystal Mask 


is an invaluable aid in preserving a soft 
I3 velvety, youthful skin A few applications 
clear the complexion, eliminate black- 
heads, reduce large pores, and leave the 
jo skin in a perfect condition No rubbin 
2 Apply with a soft brush which is 
“ furnished 
2 At all leading stores or direct 
° 


cream, 


from us, 
in plain wrapper. 
Velvet Skin Food.......... : 
Krystal Mask, including brush 

R. A. HUDSON CO. INC. 
Auburn N. Y. 
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Vone Genuine Without This Trade Mark. 
SUPERFLUOUS HAIR REMOVER 


A treatment that will remove all 
Superfluous Hair from the face or any 
part of the body without leaving a 
mark on the most delicate skin. Re- 
moves entire hair roots and destroys 
the hair duct. No electric needle, 
burning caustics or powders used. 
One application of Mi-Rita will quickly and 
completely remove all undesirable hair with- 
(ut pain, leaving the skin soft and smooth. 
ann? woman who is troubled with super- 
juous hair should know that Mi-Rita will 
estroy the most stubborn growth of hair, 
ind this treatment can be used successfully 
it home. 

Send for Free Beauty Book listing our 
exclusive preparations for beautifying 
the skin and hair, Write direct to 
Dr. Margaret Ruppert 
Sole Owner of the Mi-Rita Treatment 
Dept. D, 1112 Chestnut Street 


Philadelphia, Pa., U.S.A. 
Established 22 years 
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Silver resist teapot of excellent shape, sugar bowl resembling 
beaten metal, silver loving or communion cup. Empire silver 


jug 


with fluted bowl, goblet of 


silver luster. 


THE COLLECTING OF LUSTER-WARE 


Anna van 


(Concluded fro 


were picked out of a heap of rubbish at 
the Caledonian market in London, and 
in the market-place of Trouville was found 
a green-banded bow! with a design in gold 
glowing on the green. 

One memorable day, in a Trouville shop 
a wonderful jug of gold luster tinged bril- 


liantly with purple was bought for six 
louis d’or. The jug was decorated with 
figures in white relief in true Wedgwood 
style. More than a year afterward a num- 
ber of similar jugs with a cup—all of 


brilliant purplish-gold luster adorned with 
raised figures in white paste—were found 
sitting piously side by side in an other- 
wise bleak shop window in the Boulevard 
Raspail. That was a great day! Later 
in this same shop I found a golden-lustered 
jar—a sucrier—in purest Empire style 
a perfect golden jewel of a jar, which is to 
this day the writer’s pride and joy. 

In Bruges, just around the corner from 
the “belfry old and brown,” a dark little 
shop yielded up a half dozen pink luster 
bowls, the design in pinkish-purple on a 
white ground with an oval medallion re- 
vealing a languid lady in an Empire gown 
with a short-waisted Empire child standing 
bravely by. 

In the shadow of the cathedral at Ma- 
lines is a small shop where, with the as- 
sistance of the burgomaster himself, a 
most remarkable jug of silver luster was 
bought. One day in Honfleur I tottered 
chortling from a shop clasping to my heart 
a whole tea-set of pink Staffordshire, show- 
ing little landscapes in purplish-pink luster 
on a white ground. 

Again in the little Spanish town of Ber- 
gues in Belgium—Spanish still in archi- 
tecture after all these years—I found a 
jug of silver resist painted with color over 
the glaze, a very rare specimen and posi- 
tively jewel-like in color. 

The pursuit of luster is absorbing. 
There is something heady about the gleam- 
ing stuff—a wine-when-it-is-red sensation 
which commits one to follies of extrava- 
gance. The gorgeousness of the copper- 
lustered jugs and plates and tea-sets, the 
deep rich tones shot with flashes of pure 
gold, is irresistible. One must acquire all 
this brilliancy at any cost. 

One tea-set is of plain copper luster— 


Campen 


Stewart’s Article 


m page 73) 


the cups, jugs and tea-pot septagonal in 
shape, and marvelously rich in color. An- 
other, all knobby, rounded golden  sur- 
faces, is painted with a decorative design 
in rose and green and white. Another is 
banded with canary yellow, the bands 
sprigged with colored flowers in relief. 

‘ery odd is a tea-set of silver luster 
in the collection of Mrs. Atherton Curtis 
a brilliant silver decorated with a floral 
design in mauve. The collection contains 
also many specimens of rare silver resist 
luster, tea-pots, jugs, bowls and _ tureens, 
and much of the beautiful pink-and-gold 
mottled variety so valued by lovers of 
luster-ware. 

On the shelves of the Curtis collection 
are found ewers and basins of copper and 
mottled pink luster, flower-pots of gorge- 
ous color with loose-swinging rings as 
handles on the sides, and pieces of silver 
luster which resemble beaten metal. One 
goblet of copper luster is banded with sil- 
ver resist and lined with silver. A pair of 
copper goblets is ornamented with colored 
flowers in raised paste. There are jugs 
and bowls and cups banded with orange 
and green, gray, yellow and all the shades 
of blue. There are plates of creamy paste 
bordered with silver vine, leaves and 
grapes, plates of copper luster rimmed with 
yellow or blue and plates of plain copper. 
There is even a copper luster Madonna. 


UT collections such as this were not 

built in a day; they are the work rather 
of years of patient and joyful acquisition. 
Luster is growing rare. Much was de- 
stroyed in the ruined homes of Belgium 
and northern France. Some is to be found 
in private collections and in museums, but 
the days when a glorious bit of lustrous 
faience might be had for a few sous are 
gone forever. Luster is now rare and 
costly and the remaining purchasable speci- 
mens are destined to be the ruin of such 
enthusiasts as the writer, for instance, who, 
as a child, imbibed a love for the glitter- 
ing stuff from the luster bowl which held 
her daily bread and milk, and who, as 
she added a cubit to her stature, added 
cups and jugs and tea-sets to her bowl 
and so became a collector without know- 
ing it. 

















medallion outlined in 
white raised paste decorates the 
front of a copper jug. 


A curious 


luster 


A rare example of Wedgwood is 
purplish-gold luster, 
raised paste. 


a jug of 


figured in white 
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Dr. Lawton’s Guaranteed 


FAT REDUCER 


FOR MEN AND WOMEN 





Db Lawton Or 

October 1916 > 

—weight 211 
pounds 


Lawton 


February 
8 3 TF « 
weight 152 
3 pounds - t 
reduction of 
59 pounds 
| | 
: ry 


Dr, Lawton using his 
Fat Reducer 


FEW DAYS 
SHOWS 
REDUCTION 


No need of be- 








ing fat if you 
will use Dr. 
Lawton’s FAT 


R El YUCER. In Fatty arms quickly re 
my own case I re- dure, po Age Ege 
duced 59 pounds as corsets and reduces 
my above pictures ~~ aamaaa 

show. That was ; 
five years ago 


RE 
: and ; 
during ( F) 
: w 4 


these 
years my FAT 
REDUCER 
has been re- 
ducing fat 
from thou- 
sands of other 
men and wo- 
men, 
I don’t ask you 
to starve nor ex- \ 
crcise, take medi- 
cine or treatments 
of any kind. All 
I ask is that you 
use my FAT 
REDUCER and 
method as per 
instructions 
and you will 
FIND RE- 
DUCTION 
TAKING 
PLACE in a 
few days; at 
the end of eleven 
days, which is full 
ys . duced 
trial period, you 
either keep the REDUCER or 
return it to me complete and I 
will gladly refund your money. 
You gently apply Reducer to fatty parts 
and by easy manipulation it performs a 
deep rooted massage which extends well 
down into fatty tissues. This manipu- 
lation breaks down and dissolves the 
fatty tissues into waste matter which is 
then carried off by the elimination 


organs of the body. 
Dr. Lawton’s FAT REDUCER is non- 
electrical, made from soft rubber and 
weighs but a few ounces. You can re- 
duce where you wish to lose whether 
10 or 100 pounds overweight. 
The cost of FAT REDUCER is $5.00 
(nothing more to buy). Add 20 cents 
with your remittance to cover parcel- 
»9st and insurance. Send for your 
EDUCER TODAY. Remember it is 
guaranteed. Free private demonstrations 
in my office 9 to 6 daily. 
My free printed matter, “HOW TO 
REDUCE FAT,” mailed upon request. 
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Dr. Thomas Lawton, 120 W. 70th St.. Dept. 125, N. ¥. 










112 HARPER’S BAZAR 


‘na ‘Modest ‘Home 


owering Skyscraper 


you can have the protection of uniform 
quality throughout the complete plumbing, 
sanitation and heating systems by utilizing 
Crane Service. 

Crane Service brings to the equipping of 
the skyscraper the resources and manufac- 
turing experience necessary to meet all 
requirements of such installations, however 
extensive or unusual. And it assures for the 
homebuilder in turn the completeness and 
reliability which safeguard the investors in 
a mammoth business or industrial structure. 


CRANE 


Plumbing. Sanitation 
and Heating 
Equipment 


— 
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can be selected in all its details at any of the Crane d 
branches, exhibit rooms or offices. It permits of 4 
filling the complete specifications for such systems 
through one reliable source of supply, with the aid 
of large assortments and the most approved designs. 


Visit the nearest Crane establishment with 
your architect and you will find it an easy 
matter to make full selections. 





CRANE PRODUCTs 


iw WORLD-WIDE Use. 





af We are manufacturers of about 20,000 articles, including 
valves, pipe fittings and steam specialties, made of brass, iron, 
ferrosteel, cast steel and forged steel, in all sizes, for all pres- 
sures and all purposes, and are distributors through the 
trade of pipe, heating and plumbing materials. 
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AMBRE ROYAL 


FACE POWDER: TALC: CREME: PERFUME 


The gift distingué to the fashion- 
able woman is a selection from the 
perfumes and the toilet requisites 
made by VioLer (Ve-o-lay), per- 


fumer in Paris for a century. 


VIOLET 


PRONOUNCED VE-O-LAY 


THE NAME OF A PERFUMER, NOT A PERFUME 


29 BOULEVARD DES ITALIENS, PARIS, FRANCE 


To know where to procure Maison VIOLET products conveniently inquire of 
Frank M. PrinDteE & Co., 7] West 35th Street, New York, Sole Importers mee woke 
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The Victrola is the gift 
of all music to your home 


Wherever the dawn of Christmas morning 
finds a Victrola, there are gathered the great- 
est artists of this generation. All have contrib- 
uted their art to the Victrola, positive that it 
is the one instrument which brings to you 
their authoritative interpretations in the tones 


of actual reality. 





Will there be a Victrola in your home this 


Christmas? $25 to $1500. 


‘HIS MASTER'S VOICF™ 
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VICTOR TALKING MACHINE CO., Camden, N. J. 


Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden.N.J. 
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